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BIOGRAPHER TO THE WORLD, 



It may be necessary exa£lly to state what are the 
fretenslons specifically ^ of the brief Biography 

prefixed to these Folumes : that exfeSidtion may 

not he disappointed^ and that blame may not be 
imputed to ^ him for omissions of *wbat nvere by no 
means comprehended in his plan • 

All that is here to be sottgbt, is a concise charac- 
teristic Sketch of the Author ^ to 'whose play it is 
prefixed. Anecdotes that are entirely nenv^ can 
scarcely be hoped for at this period. Most of these 
Linres ha've been narrated in 'various formSy 'with 
minuteness of research^ and length of detail. The 
confined space that can ^ere be allotted ^ rather pre- 
scribes sele6tion from 'what is known already, than 
research after novelties to stoell the amount. 

If multum in parvo, much in a narrow compass^ 
he found \ if the philosophising spirit of Biography 
render cbar/i^er more perspicuous, and peculiarities 
prominent ; //, exemplifying upon habits and man^ 
ners, a lesson neither inelegant nor tedious be offered 
to leisure and curiosity \ if the errors of the mind be 
in any degree corrected and reformed, and the social 
propensities of mankind strengthened and extended ; 
/ ha've my nvish, 

THE BIOGRAPHER. 

• ' . ■ I I ■ I ■». 

Aij 
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JOHN MILTON. 



To wrkc at this time the life of an Author like 
the Poet abovementioned, would be superfluous 
aftd impertinent. — Every circumstance that at- 
tended him is so generally known; his admirer* 
have so. minutely recorded his excMndes, and his 
Enemies have taken the same kind of care oiK^&faiU 
ingsy that little more is left for us than to consider 
him in the particular province of a Dramatic 
Poet. ' 

Milt6n appears to have been but slenderly 
gifted for the effedb of Tragedy— His powers in- 
clined little to the patheticy though Euripides 
was his favourite author. The other grand prin- 
ciple of tragic effort seemed as Httle within his 
attainment. — TTie terror X^azi his conception would 
excite is rendered less vivid by the solemn pro- 
longation of his periods, iand the concatenation of 
his lines. — The nervous brevity of Shakspere he 
admired, but he did not imitate. His two dra- 
matic poems, exquisite as they are, considered as 
the vehicles of florid imagination and elegant ex- 
pressiou) arc nevertheless utterly remote from 
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JOHN MILTON. 



modem sentiment and modem language. There 
is little to regret that^ following the obvious bias 
of his mind, he soared into the epic field of un- 
bounded invention, and permitted the Drama of 
his country, ' gothic and barbarous as he deemed 
it, ' to remain without a contest in those hands to 
which Nature seemed to have consigned the 
portraiture of Manners and of Man. 

Fortune is frequently favourable in the arrange- 
ment of events : an escape from the enthusiasm 
of his politics might have rendered the great 
Milton an uncouth Historian, and an unsuc- 
cessful Dramatist. The extent of his attainments 
made him little doubtful of their capabilities. It 
was the most felicitous circumstance of his life, 
that abandoning the Drama rellgloKslyy and His- 
tory from calamity, he fixed upon a Theme of 
snch exquisite beauty as enabled him to bear the 
evils of blindness and adversity, soothed by the 
nightly harmonies of heaven, and sustained un- 
faulteringly by the holy fervour of inspired Poesy. 



A iij ^ , 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



COMUS. 



This beautiful Mask has given rise to much Criti- 
cism, respeding circumstances of the scene to which 
objct^tious are applied : — ^vve shall briefly consider 
4:hem with all possible respeft — as the authorities arc 
cf high eminence. 

First — It is objeiSled, that there is a considerable 
impropriety in the Sfirit addressing the Audience 
to acquaint them with his nature and mission, in a 
monologue of extreme length, in the First Scene. — 
The remark is, however, attempted to be repelled by 
a reference to the continued Chorus of the Greek 
drama never vacating the stage. — This palliation will, 
notwithstanding its tone of triumph, be of little avail, 
until it is shewn that there is in Comus any Chorus 
whatever. The Greek audiences were not Choroides; 
that constant occupant of their Theatres, denominated 
the Chorus, was relevant to the Drama, and as ex. 
pediencedcmanded,eitherofViRGiNSor Senators, 
Soldiers or Priests. The Address is, in truth, an 
elegant absurdity— and intended to the audience. 

To the Second — Dr. Johnson has hinted at the 
ridiculous expedient to celebrate the beauty of Phi- 
losophyi and the sanftity of Virginity, in the dispu- 
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COMUS. VU 

tation of the Brothers overtaken by night ; and by 
darkness divided from their Sister. From this charge 
the Bard may be more easily vindicated — ^Why they 
were so long absent is another question — I have to 
account for the disputation : ve find them in the 
double obscurity of night and a thick shade formed 
by innumerous boughs. To dissipate the fear of the 
Younger Brother for his Sister's safety, the Elder de- 
scants upon the unassailable nature of virgin purity. 
In the uncertainty of their situation, to move was 
dangerous ; to expatiate, therefore, while it fortified 
their minds against alarming apprehension, deceived 
the weariness of timey combined with the aking priva- 
tions of silence and darkness, 

CoMU s, as it is here given, is an adaptation to the 
modern stage — ^by the retrenchment of much Dia, 
logue, and the addition of many Airs. — ^That the 
Poetry of this beautiful piece suffers by a modem 
hand can be little doubted. Veneration for the Au- 
thor might wish it in the original state ; but a dra» 
raatic exhibition must please to be repeated ; — the ain% 
should be to venture as little innovation as possible » 
The Music of Arne, in the modern Comus, is well 
known ; it is as intelligent as modern music can be^ 

Let not this article be closed without paying to (fe, 
ceased merits the praise so deservedly their due : — 
From the late Mr. Henderson^s performance of 
Cimus was derived one of the most luxuriant feasts 
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Vm COMUS. 

that the writer of this article ever banqueted upon. 
The jocundity — ^plausibility — festivity, and voluptu- 
ousness he assumed, were among the finest efFe6ls of 
his consummate abilities. His manner of reciting the 
rich melody of his first speech, and the happy con- 
tempt of 

" The blabbing Eastern Scout, thpnice Morn, fefr." 

he who has heard will never forget — he who has not 
will never concei've. 



-MJ. ^ 
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PREFACE. 



Xhis Mask was first represented at Lud low-Castle on 
Michaelmas-day 1634, ^^^ott the Right Hon. the Earl of 
Bridgewatex., Lord President of Wales; the principal 
Performers were the Lord Brackley, Mr. Thomas Egerton, 
and the Lady Alice Egerton*. In the year 1774 *^ ^** 
abridged, and has ever since been performed as an After- 
piece at the. Theatre- Royal in Covent-Garden. The follow- 
ing were the reasons offered to the Public in favour of the 
Abridgment, and were prefixed to an edition of the piece 
then published in its curtailed state. 

** Pure Poetry, unmixt with passion, however admired 
" in the closet, has scarce ever been able to sustain itself on 
*' the stage. In this Abridgment of Milton's Comus no cir- 
<* cumstance of the drama contained in the original Mask is 
*' omitted. The divine arguments on temperance and 
'" chastity, together with many descriptive passages, are 
" indeed expunged or contrafied : but, divine as they aie, 
*< the most accomplished jleclaimers have been embarrassed 
** in the racitation of them : the speaker vainly laboured to 
** prevent a coldness and languor in the audience : and it 
** cannot be dissembled that The Mask df Comus, with all 
^* its poetical beauties, not only maintained its place on the 
** theatre chiefly by the assistance of music, but the music 



Tlie Mmic wu ortgimny composed by Sir Henry Lawe*, vbo abo Rprecemcd ftaD- 
Spirit. Tfce present Mutic is the conipoi>Uioa of Pr- Arae> 



,yGooQle 



** iuelf, as if overwhelmed by the weight of the drama, al- 
** moft sunk with it^ and became in a manner ' lost to the 
*^ stage. That music, formerly heard and applauded with 
** rapture is now restored, apd the Mask, on the above con- 
*^ siderations, i$ curtailed. 

'* As a further argument in favour of the drama in its 
*' present form, it might perhaps be urged, that the fes- 
*' tivity of the character of Comus is heightened by his as- 
** sisting in the vocal parts as well as in the dialogue, and 
** that theatrical propriety is no longer violated in the cha- 
** rafter of the Lady, who now invokes the £cho in her own 
•* person, without absurdly leaving the scene vacant as 
•* heretofore, while another voice warbled out the song 
'* which the Lady was supposed to execute. 

** To conclude, it may not be impertinent to observe, 
" that The Faithful Shepherdess of Beaumont and Fletcher, 
•* which is esteemed one of the most beautiful compositions 
** in our language, not only afforded our Author the first 
** hint of this Mask, bat that several briHiant passages of 
'* Comus are imitated from that excellent performance ; yet 
**' it is remarkable that the play of The Faithful Shepherdess, 
** being merely poetical, was condemned on its first reprc- 
** sentation ; for which hard fate, though succeeding critics 
•' have reprehended the barbarism of that age, yet no at- 
** tempt has ever been hazarded to restore the kapless drama 
«* to the stage.'* 
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PROLOGUE. 



^UR stedfast Bard^y to his ormm genius truCy 

Still hade his Mitse"^ *^fit audience findy tho^fenv\''^ 

Scorning the judgment of a trifling age 

7*0 choicer spirits he bequeathed his page. 

He too ivas scorn"* d^ and to Britannia'' s shame 

She scarce for half an age kne'w Mihon^s name i 

But noiv, his fame by e'v'ry trumpet blo^wn. 

We on his deathless trophies raise our otvn^ 

Nor art nor nature did bis.gettius bound '^ 

Hea<u*nf bell, earth, chaos, he sur'vey^d around: 

All things his cye^ thro* ivit^s bright empire thro*wnf 

Beheld, and made tuhat it beheld his oivn. 

Such Milton 'was: *tis ours to bring him forth, 
Andy our' s to ^vindicate negle^ed 'worth. 
Such hea'v'n- taught numbers should be more than ready 
More ivide the mahna thro* the nation spread. 
Like some blessed spirit he to-night descends. 
Mankind be tnsits, and their steps befriends j 
Thro* massy error's dark perplexing ivood 
Points out the path of true and real good. 
Warns erring youth, and guards the spotless maid 
From spell of magic vice by reason* s aid. 



Ftrecfise Lost, Book VII. ver. 31. 
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Attend the stratus ; and should some rheanerfhrasc. 
Hang vn the style and dog Ithe nMer iayry ' 
Excuse *what ive ivitb trembling band supply ^ 
To ginje bis beauties to the public eye : 
His the pure essence J ours the grosser me(i» 
Tbro* *wbich bis spirit is in aSlion, seen. 
Observe the fore/, obsernte the flame divine 
Tbatglo^^s, breathes, a3s^ in each harmonious lint^ 
Great objects only strike the generous heart ; 
Praise the sublime, overlook the mortal part : 
Be there your judgment, here your candour shenun ; 
Small is our portion — and ive ivisb U'were none, 

i.:'i i v"'.'. i i m a.. i , ii " i i' i tfm' i .my i . r . " i' as^ 
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DRURT-LANE. 



Men. 
Com us, - ^ ^ Mr. Wroughton. 

First Spirit, ~ - Mr. Haymes. 

Elder Bbother, - - Mr. Benson. 

YouKCER Brother, - - Mr. Banks. 

C Mr. Kelly, 
Bacchanals, - -, < Mr. Dignum, Sf - 

^Mr. Sedgwick. 

Women. 
X^ADY - - - Mrs. Kcmble. 

EuPHROSYNE, - • -. Mrs. Storace. 

C Mrs. Edwards, 
Bacchantes, - <Miss Barnes, 

(Mrs. Fox, Sfr. 
Sabrina tfWPASTORAL Nymph, Miss RomanzinL 

Bacchanals^ Naiads, Spirits, &c, 

COVENT^GARDEN. 



Men. 
CoMUs, - - « Mr. Farrcn. 

First Spirit, — — Mr. Thompson, 

Elder Brother, — — Mr. M'Rcady. 

Younger Brother, — - Mr. Evett. 

Bacchanals, - -► \¥j''^''&^' 

\ Mr. Cubit. 

Women, 
Lady, - - -. Mrs. Pope. 

EuFHROSYNE, -.-.., Mrs. Martyr. 

Bacchantes, - - - < Mrs. Kennedy, 

I Mrs. Morton. 
Sabrina Aff^PAsTORAL Nymph, Mrs. Mountain. 

Bacchanals, Naiads, Spirits, &c. 

I' ' ■ III »■ I 'm 11 , 1 1 III r i m i i j ^i iim i im f . . i > 1 1 ■» m ■ ■ 
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^ C O M U S. 



^e Scene dhcofvers a ixstld Wood. 

^e first Attendant Spirit enters. 
*' Before the starry threshold of Jove's court 
*• My mansion is, where those immortal shapes 
" Of bright aerial spirits live inspher'd 
" In regions mild of calm and serene air, 
" Above the smoke and stir of this dhn spot 
" Which men call earth, and with low- thoughted care 
« Confin'd and pester'd in this pinfold here 
** Strive to keep up a frail and feverish being, 
*• Unmindful of the crown that virtue gives, 
** After this mortal change, to her true servants lo 
** Amongst the enthroned gods on sainted seats. 
** Yet some there are that by due steps aspire 
<« To lay their just hands on that golden key 
*• That opes the palace of Eternity ; 
" To such my errand is ; and but for such 
" I would not soil these pure ambrosial weeds 

^ ^^ gitizedbyV^OOgle 



i6 COMUS. J£tL 

** With the rank vapours of this sjn-worn mould. 
*• But whence yon* slanting stream of purer light 
" Which streaks the midnight gloom, and hither darts 
** Its beamy point ? Some messenger from Jove *o 
** Commission'd to diredl or share my charge, 
" And if I ken him right, a spirit pure 
** As treads the spangled pavement of the sky^ 
" The gentle Philadel : but swift as thought 
*« He comes 

** The second Attendant Spirit descends. 
" Declare on what strange errand bent 
** Thou visitest this clime to me assigned, 
" So far remote from thy appointed sphere, 

5". Spi. " On no appointed task thou seest me now • 
*< But, as returning from Elysian bow'rs 3^ 

** (Whither from mortal coil a soul I wafted) 
** Along this boundless sea of waving air 
** I steer*d my iight, betwixt the gloomy shade 
^* Of these thick boughs thy radiant form I spy'd, 
'* Gliding as streams the moon thro* dusky clouds j 
** Instant I stbop'd my wing, and downward sped 
** To learn thy errand, s^nd with thine to join 
•* My kindred aid, from mortals ne'er withheld 
^* When Virtue on the brink of peril stands. 

F. Spi. " Then mark th' occasion that demands it 
here. 49 

<* Neptune, I need not tell, besides the sway 
<* Of ev*ry salt flood and each ebbing stream, 
** Took in by lot, *twixt high and nether Jqv© 
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" Imperial rule of all the sea-girt isle« 

" That, like to rich and various gems, inlay 

" The unadorned bosom of the deep ; 

♦* Which he, to grace his tributary gods, 

" By course commits to several government, 

" And gives them leave to wear their sapphire crowns, 

" And wield their little tridents ; but this isle, 50 

" The greatest and the best of all the main, 

" He quarters to his blue-hair'd deities ; 

" And all this track that fronts the falling sun 

" A nobler peer of mickle trust and pow*r 

'< Has in his charge, with tempered awe to guide 

** An old and haughty nation proud in arms. ^ 

S, Spi. « Does any danger threat his legal sway 
" From bold sedition or close -ambush*d treason ? 

F, Spi. " No danger thence ; but to his lofty seat, 
" Which borders on the verge of this wild vale, 60 
** His blooming offspring, nurs*d in princely lore, ^ 
** Are coming to attend their father's state 
" And new entrusted sceptre, and their way 
** Lies through the perplex'd path of this drear wood, 
" The nodding horror of whose shady brows 
" Threats the forlorn and wand'ring passenger ; 
" And here their tender age might suffer peril, 
" But that by quick command from sov'reign Jove. 
" I was dispatch'd for their defence and guard. 

S, Spi, " What peril can their innocence assail 70 
" Within these lonely and unpeopled shades ! 

/. Spi. "Attend my words. No place buthai;bpurs 
dauger ; 

^'-^ Digitized by Google 



>8 COMUS^ \ASf L 

^ ** In ev'ry regii)n Virtue finds a foe. 

** Bacchus, that first from out the purple grape 
" Crushed the sweet poison of misus'd wine, 
** After the Tuscan mariners transform' d, 
•* Coasting the Tyrrhene shore as the winds listed, 
" On Circe's island fell : (who knows not Circe, 
** The dau^ter of the Sun, whose charmed cup 
** Whoever tasted lost his upright shape, So 

*< And downward fell into a grov'ling swine ?) 
*< This nymph, tliat gaz'd upon his clust'ring locks, 
** With ivy berries wreathed, and his blithe youth, 
" Had by h'un, ere he parted thence, a son 
** Much like his father, but his mother more, 
** Whom therefore she brought up and Comusnam'd. 
S. Spi. " riUomen'd birth to Virtue and her sons I 
F, Spi, «* He, ripe and frolick of his full grown age, 
«* Roving the Celtick and Iberian fields, 
<< At last betakes him to this ominous wood, 90 

«* And in thick shelter of black shades imbowcr'it 
<* Excels his mother at her mighty art, 
<* Off 'ring to every weary traveller 
<* His orient liquor in a crystal glass 
'* To quencli the drought of Phoebus, which as they 

taste, 
<* (For most do taste thro' fond intemp'rate thirst) 
<< Soon as the potion works, their human coimt' nance, 
<* Th' express resemblance of the gods, is charig'd 
<* Into some brutish formof wolf or bear, 
♦* Or ounce or tyger, hog or bearded goat, ^oa 

'< AH other parts remaining as they were : 
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" Yet, when he walks his tempting rounds, the sorcerer 
"By magic pow'r their human face restores, 
" And outward beauty to delude the sight. 

S.Spi, " Lose they the mem'ryof their former state? 

F, Spi. " No, they (so pcrfe<5t is their misery) 
*< Not once perceive their foul disfigurement, 
** But boast themselves more comely than before ; 
" And all their friends and native home forget, 
•"' To i-oll with pleasure in a sensual sty. 1 10 

S.Spi. " Degrading fall ! from such a dire distress 
** What pain too great our mortal charge to save ? 

F. SpL " For this, when any favoured of high Jove 
" Chances to pass thro* this adventVous glade, 
* Swift as the sparkle of a glancing star 
'* I shoot from heaven to give him safe convoy^ 
" As now 1 do ; and opportune thou com*st 
*< To share an pffice which thy nature loves. 
^* This be our task j but first I must put off 
'* These my sky robes spun out of Iris* woof, 1 20 
** And take the weeds and likeness of a swain 
** That to the service of this house belongs, 
'* Who with his soft pipe and smooth-ditty'd song 
** Well knows to still the wild winds when they roarj 
** And hush tlie waving woods ; nor of less faithj 
** And in this office of his mountain watch 
" Likeliest and nearest to the present aid 
** Of this occasion. Veil'd in such disguise 
" Be it my care the sever'd youths to guide 
" To their distress'd and lonely sister ; thine i jo 

*' To cheer her footsteps thro" the nia^ic wood. 
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*« Whatever blessed spirit hovers near, 
<* On errands bent to wand*ring mortal good, 
** If need require him summon to thy side ; 
<* Unseen of mortal eye such thoughts inspire, 
*< Such heaven-l)orn confidence, as need demands 
** In hour of trial. 

S, Spi, " Swift as winged winds 
" To my glad charge I fly. [£*/>. 

F.SpL <* ril wait awhile 140 

•* To watch the sorcerer, for I hear the tread 
>^ " Of hateful steps : I must be viewless now.** 

Com us enters luhb a charming rod in one bane! , bis 
glass in the other y luithbimarout of Men and Women 
dressed as Bacchanals ; they come in making a riotous 
and unruly noise, nvith torches in their bands. 

Comus speaks. '\ The star that bids the shepherd fold 
Now the top of heav'n doth hold. 
And the gilded car of day 
His glowing axle doth allay 
In the steep Atlantic stream ; 
And the slope sun his upward beam 
Shoots against the dusky pole. 
Pacing tow*rd the other gaol i ^© 

Of his chamber in the east ; 
Meaij-while welcome joy and feast. 

SONG. 

No<w Phofbus stnketh in the fwest, 
Welcome song and ^welcome jest, 
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Midnight shout and revelry ^ 
Tipsy dance andjoliity : 
Braid j^our locks *with rosy fwim^ 
Dropping odours^ dropping nvine. 

Rigour noiv is gone to bed ; 
And Adince ivitb scrupulous head, t6o 

Ssri^ Age and sour Severity ^ 
frith their grave sa-ivs, in slumber lie. 

We, that are of purer fire^ 

Imitate the starry choir, 

Who, in their nightly watchful spheres, 

I^ad in swift round the months and years. 

The sounds and seas, with all their finny drove, 

Now to the moon in wav'ring morrice move, 

And, on the tawny sands and shelves. 

Trip the pert Fairies and the dapper Elves. 170 

$ONG. By a Woman. 

By dimpled brook and fountain brim 
The fTood-nymphs, decked voith daisies trim. 
Their merry ivakes and pastimes keep ; 
Hnjat has night to do ivith sleep ? 

Night has better svoeets to prove ; 
Venus nov) voakes and vuakens Love : 
Come, let us our rites begin ; 
*Tis only day -light that makes sin. 

Comus. Hail, goddess of nocVunud sport, 
Dark- veil'd Cotytto \ to whom the secret flam* i Ste 
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Of midnight torches burn. Mysterious danie ! 

That ne'er art called but when the dn^on-womb 

Of Stygian darkness spits her thickest gloom. 

And makes one blot of all the air. 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair, 

Wherein thou rid'st with Hecat', and befriend 

Us thy vow*d priests, till utmost end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out ; 

Ere the blabbing eastern scout. 

The nice Morn, on th' Indian steep 190 

From her cabin loop-hole peep. 

And to the tell-tale Sun descry 

O ur concealed solemnity. 

SONG. By CoMUS and Woman. 

From tyrant laivs and customs free 
Wefolloiv s*tbeet 'variety-; 
By turns ive drink, and dance, and sing, 
Lo've forenjer on the iving. 

Why should niggard rules control 
Transports o/the jovial soul P 
No dull stinting hour *we oiun ; 200 

Pleasure counts our time alone. 

Comus. Come, knit hands and beat the ground 
In a light fantastic round. 

A Dance. 
Break off, break off; I feel the different pace 
Of some chaste footing near about this ground. 
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Run to your shrouds within these brakes and trees ; 
Our numbers may affright. Some virgin sure 
(For so I can distinguish by mine art) 
Benighted in these woods. Now to my charms. 
And to my wily trains. I shall ere long no 

Be well stocked with as fair a herd as graz*d 
About my mother Circe. Thus 1 hurl 
My dazzling spells into the spungy air, 
Of pow'r to cheat the eye with blear illusion. 
And give it false presentments, lest the place 
And my quaint habits breed astonishment. 
And put the damsel ^o suspicious flight ; 
Which must not be, for that's against my course. 
I, under fair pretence of friendly ends. 
And well - plac*d words of gloz i ng courtesy, i%o 

Baited with reasons not unplausible, 
Wind me into the easy -hearted man,- 
And hug him into snares. When once her eye 
Hath met the virtue of this magic dust, 
I shall appear some harmless villager 
Whom thrift keeps up about his country gear- 
But here she comes ; I fairly step aside 
And hearken if I may her bus'ness here. 

Enter the Lady. 

lady. This way the noise was, if mine ear be true. 
My best guide now : methought it was the smmd 130 
Of riot and ilUmanag'd merriment ; 
" Such as the jocund flute or gamesome pipe 
«* Stirs up among the loose «nlctter'd hinds. 
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'* When for their teeming flocks and granges'fuU 

"In wanton dance they praise the bounteouf Pan^ 

« And thank the gods amiss.** I shouW be loath 

To meet the rudeness and swllPd insolence 

Of such late rioters ; yet oh ! where else 

Shall I inform my unacquainted feet 

In the blind mazes of this tangled wood ? 340 

Comas aside. ] I'll ease her of that care, and be her 
guide. 

Lacfy. My brothers when they^aw me weariedout 
<* With this long way, resolving here to lodge 
** Under the spreading favour of these pines,** 
Stepp'd, as they said, to the next thicket side 
To bring me berries, or such cooling fruit 
As the kind hospitable woods provide. 
" They left me then when the grey-hooded Even, 
<* Like a sad votarist in palmer's weeds, 34.9 

<* Rose from the hindmost wheels of Phoebus' wain $'• 
But where they are, and why they come not back« 
Is now the labour of my thoughts: 'tis likeliest ^ 
They had engag'd their wand'ring steps too far. 
'« This is the place, as well as I may guess, 
" Whence, ev'n now, the tumult of loud mirth 
" Was rife, and perfea in my list'ning ear, 
« Yet nought but single darkness do I find. 
<* What might this be ? A thousand fantasies 
" Begin to throng into my memory, 359 

" Of calling shapes and beck'ning shadows dire, 
<* And aery tongues, that syllable mens' names 
" On sands,, and shores, and desert wildernesses. 
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<* These thoughts may startle well, but not astoiuid^ 

«* The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 

" By a strong siding champion. Conscience. 

<« O \ welcome pure-ey'd Faith, white-handed Hopq, 

«' Thou hov'ring angel, girt with golden wings, 

" And thou unblemished form of Chastity I 

** I see you visibly, and now believe, 

« That he, the supreme Good( t' whom all things ill 

** Are but as slavish officers of vengeance) a>i 

«« Would send a glist'ring guardian, if need werq, 

** To keep my life and honour unassail'd* 

" Was I deceived, or did a sable cloud 

•* Turn forth her silver lining on the night* 

** I did not err ; there does a sable cloud 

« T^urn forth her silver lining on the night, 

" And casts a gleam over this tufted grove.*^ 

I cannot halloo to my brothers, but 

Such noise as I can make to be heard farthest t%^ 

I'll venture, for my new enlivened spirits 

prompt me, and they perhaps are not far ofL 

SONG. 

Siveet Echo, stveetest nymfb ! that Unjust unse^h 
Within thy aery celly 
By slotv Maander\s margent green^ 
4nd in the fuiolet -embroider* d *vaUf 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee ber sad song moumetb nvelli 
Qanst thou not tell me of a gentle fait 
That likcst thy Narcissus arc f »9« 

C 
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Ob ! if thou have 

Hid tbem in somejio'w'fy cave^ 

Tell me but 'where, 

Saveet queen ofparly, daughter ^the Sphere ! 

So may* St thou he translated to the skies, 

And give resounding grace to all heanj^h's harmonies, 

Comus aside,"] Can any mortal mixture of earth's 
mould 
Breathe such divine enchanting ravishment ? 
** Sure something holy lodges in that hreast, 
** And with these raptures moves the vocal air 300 
** To testify his hidden residence : 
«* How sweetly did they float upon the wings 
«* Of silence through the empty-vaulted night, 
♦* At ev'ry fall smoothing the raven down 
" Of darkness till it smil'd ! I have oft' heard 
•* My mother Circe, with the Sirens three, 
" Amidst the flow'ry-kirtled Naiades, 
" Culling their potent herbs and baleful drugs, 
** Who, as they sung, would take the prison'd soul 
** And lap it in Elysium : Scylla wept, 310 

** And chid her barking waves into attention, 
" And fell Charybdis murmur*d soft applause ; 
" Yet they in pleasing slumber lulPd the sense, 
*< And sweet in madness robb*d it of itself ; 
" But such a sacred and home-felt delight, 
" Such sober certainty of waking bliss, 
•* I never heard till now." — I»ll speak to her, 
And she shall be my queen. — Hail, foreign wonder ! 
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Whom certain these rough shades did never breed, 
Unless the goddess that, in rural shrine, 320 

Dwell'st here with Pan or Silvan, by bless'd song 
Forbidding ev Vy bleak unkindly fog 
To touch the pro§p'rous growth of th's tall wood. 

Lady, Nay, gentle shepherd ! ill is lost that praise 
That is addressed to unattending cars : 
Not any boast of skill, but extreme shift 
How to regain my sever'd company, 
Corapeird me to awake the courteous Echo 
To give me answer from her mossy couch. 329 

Com, What chance, good Lady, hath bereft you thus? 

Lady, Dim darkness and this leafy labyrinth. 

C&.Could that divide you fromnear-ush*ring guides? 

Lady, They left me weary on a grassy turf. 

Com, ** By falsehood or discourtesy, or why ? 

^^ Lady," To seek i* th' valley some cool friendly 
spring. 

Com, And left your fair side all imguarded. Lady ! 

Lady, They were but twain, and purpos'd quick 
return. 

Com, " Perhaps forestalling night prevented them f 

Ladyy " How easy my misfortune is to hit !" 339 

Com. Imports their loss beside the present need I 

Lady, No less than if I should my brothers lose. 

Com. Were they of manly prime or youthful bloom I 

Lady, As smooth as Hebe's their unrazor'd lips. 

Com, Two such I saw ** what time the laboured ox 
** In his loose traces from the furrow came, 
" And the swink't hedger at his supper sat ; 
Cij 
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«' I saw them" under a ** green" mantling vme, 
That crawls along the side of yon small hill, 
Plucking ripe clusters from the tender shoots : 
Their port was more than human ; ** as they stood 
** I took it for a fairy vision 35t 

*♦ Of some gay creatures of the element, 
*' That in the colours of the rainbow live, 
" And play i* th* lighted clouds. I was awe-struck, 
" And as I passed I worshipped :" if those you sedc 
It were a journey like the path to heav'n 
To help you find them. 

Lady, Gentle Villager, 
What readiest way would bring me to that place"? 

Com, '* Dite v/est it rises from this shrubby point. 

Lady, " Tofindout that, good Shepherd, I suppose, 
** In such a scant allowance of star-light, 36 j 

** Would overtask the best land pilot's art, 
<* Without the sure guess of well-pradlis*d feet.** 

Com. I know each lane and ev'ry alley green. 
Dingle or bushy dell, of this wide wood, 
** And ev'ry bosky bourn from side to side,** 
My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood ; 
And if your stray attendants be yet lodg'd, 
Or shroud within these limits, I shall know 37Q 

Ere morrow wake, <*;or the low -roosted lark 
«' From her thatch'd pallat rouse : if" otherwise^ 
I can conduft you. Lady, to a low 
'But loyal cottage, where you may be safe 
Till farther quest. 

Laciy, Shepherd, I take thy wor4. 
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And trust thy honest offcr'd courtesy, 
" Which oft* is sooner found in lowly sheds 
" With smoky rafters, than in tapestry halls 
" And courts of princes, where it first was nam*d, 
" And yet is most pretended." In a place 381 

Less warranted than this, or less secure, 
I cannot be, that I should fear to change it. 
Eye m€> blessed Providence, and square my trial 
To my proportioned strength — Shepherd, lejld on. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter Com us* /ro^ behind the trees. 
SONG. By a Man. 
Fly s'wiftJyyye Minutes! till Comus recei've 
The nameless soft transports that beauty can gi*ve ; 
The bo'wVs frolic joys let bim teacb her topro*ve^ 
And she in return y'uld the raptures oflo^e* 

Without lo've and tviney ivit and beauty are nfain^ 
All grandeur insipid, and riches a pain, 391 

7be most splendid palace groivs dark as the gra*i'e : 
Lo*ve and ivine gi've, ye Gods, or take back ivhatyeu 
ga<ve, 

CHORUS, 

Away, a*way, aivay. 
To Comus* court repair ; 
There night outshines the day. 
There yields the melting fair. 



Ciij 
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inter the tivo BkotheKS. 

« Elder Brother. 
" Unmuffle, ye faint Stars ! and thou, fair Moon I 
** That wont'st to love the traveller's benison, 
** Stoop thy pale visage thro' an amber cloud, 
** And disinherit Chaos, that reigns here 
** In double night of darkness and of shades ; 
" Or if your influence be quite damm'd up 
" With black usurping mists, some gentle taper, 
« Though a rush candle, from the wicker-hole 
<* Of some clay habitation, visit us 
^< With thy long leveled rule of streaming light, lo 
** And thou shalt be our star of Arcady 
" Or Tyrian Cynosure. 

T, Bro. <* Or, if our eyes 
** Be barr'd that happiness, might we but hear 
«* The folded flocks penn'd in their wattled cotes, 
<* Or sound of past'ral reed with oaten stops, 
" Or whistle from the lodg^ or village cock 
" Count the night-watches to his feathery dames, 
" 'Twould be some solace yet, some little cheering, 
"In this close dungeon of innum'rous boughs. 20 
" But oh ! that hapless virgin, our lost sister ! 
" Where may she wander now, whither betake her 
** From the chill dew, amongst rude burs and thistles? 
*« Porliaps some Cold bank is her bolster now. 
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« Or *gainst the rugged bark of some broad elm 

*< Leans her unpillow*d head, fraught with sad fears': 

** What if in wild amazement and affright i 

*' Or, while we speak, within the direful grasp 

" Of savage hunger or of savage heat ? 

E, Bro, " Peace brother ; be not over exquisite 
** To cast the fashion of uncertain evils ; 31 

" For, grant they be so, while they rest unknown 
"What need a man forestal his date of grief, 
** And run to meet what he would most avoid i 
" Or if they be but false alarms of fear 
" How bitter is such self-delusion ! 
" I do not think ray sister so to seek, 
** Or so imprincipled in virtue's book, 
*« And the sweet peace that goodness bosoms ever, 
" As that the single want of light and noise 40 

•* (Not being m danger, as I trust she is not) 
" Could stir the constant mood of her calm thoughts, 
" And put them into misbecoming plight. 
^* Virtue could see to do what Virtue would 
" By her own radiant light, tho* sun and moon 
" Were in the flat sea sunk ; and Wisdom's self 
** Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude, 
" Where with her best nurse, Contemplation, 
" She plumes her feathers and lets grow her wings, 
" That m the various bustle of resort 50 

" Were all to ruffled, and sometimes impaired. 
" He, that has light within his own clear breast, 
** May sit i' th' centre and enjoy briglit day j 
** But he, th^t hides a dark soul and foul thoughts, 

Digitized by VjOOgie 



3* COM us. A£t It* 

** Benighted walks under the mid-day sun \ 
•' Himself is his own dungeon* 

r. nro, " Tis most true 
•* That musing Meditation most aflfefts 
** The pensive secrecy of desert cell, 
** Far from the chearful haunt of men and herds, 
«* And sits as safe as in a senate house ; 6 1 

** For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 
** His few books, or his beads, or maple dish, 
"Or do his grey hairs any violence ? 
** But Beauty, like the fair Hesperian tree 
** Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
** Of dragon watch with unenchanted eye, ' 
** To save her blossoms, and defend her fruit 
'* From the rash hand of bold Incontinence. 
'* You may as well spread out the unsunn*d heaps 
•* Of misers' treasure by an outlaw's den 7 1 

" And tell me it is safe, as bid me hope 
** Danger will wink on opportunity, 
** And let a single helpless maiden pass 
** Unipjur'd in this wild surrounding waste. 
" Of night or loneliness it recks me not ; 
*< I fear the dread events that dog them both, 
•* Lest some ill-gfecting touch attempt the person 
** Of our unowned sister. 

E. Bro, ** I do not, brother, go 

** Infer as if I thought my sister's state 
♦* Secure, without all doubt or controversy ; 
" Yet, where an equal poise of hope and fear 
** Does arbitrate th' cverit, my nature is 
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** That I incline to hope rather than fear, 

** And gladly banish squint suspicion. 

" My sister is not so defenceless left 

" As you imagine ; she has a hidden strength 90 

'* Which you remember not. 

Y, Bro, What hidden strength 
^ Unless the strength of Heav'n ? if you mean that. 

£. Bro. " I mean that too } but yet a hidden 
strength, 
** Which, if Heav'n gave it, may be term*d her own | 
" 'Tis chastity, my brother, chastity: 
" She that has that is clad in complete steel, 
" And like a quiver'd nymph with arrows keen 
" May trace huge forests and unharbour'd heatlis, 
" Infamous h'dls and sandy perilous wilds, 
" Where thro* the sacred rays of cha&tity 
" No savage fierce, bandit, or mountaineer, 100 
" Will dare to soil her virgin purity j 
** Yea, there where very desolatioa dwells, 
" By grots and caverns shagg'd with horrid shades, 
** She may pass on with unblench'd majesty, 
** Be it not done in pride or in presiunption. 
** Some say no evil thing that walks by night 
** In fog or fire, by lake or moorish fen, 
J* Blue meagre hag, or stubborn unlaid ghost, 
" That breaks his magick chains at curfew time, 
" No goblin, or swart Fairy of the mine, no 

" Hath hurtful pow'ro'er true virginity. 
** Do ye believe me yet, or shall I call 
* Antiquity from the old schools of Greece 
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** To testify the arms of Chastity ? 
** Hence had the huntress Dian her dread bow, 
** Fair silver- shafied queen, for ever chaste I 
«< Wherewith she tam'd the brinded lioness 
" And spotted mountain pard, but set at nought 
** The friv'lous bolt of Cupid : gods and men 
** Fear'd her stern frown, and she was Qiieea o' th* 
Woods. 120 

" What was the snaky -headed Gorgon shield 
" That wise Minerva wore, unconquer'd virgin ! 
•* Wherewith she freez'd her foes to congeal'd stone, 
** But rigid looks of chaste austerity 
<* And noble grate, that dash'd brute violence 
** With sudden adoration and blank awe ? 
'* So dear to Heav'n is saintly chastity, 
'* That, when a soul is found sincerely so, 
" A thousand livery'd angels lacquey her, 
•* Driving far off each thing of sin and guilt, 130 
" And in clear dream and solemn vision 
•« Tell her of things that no gross ear can hear, 
"Till *oft converse with heav'nljr habitants 
*• Begin to cast a besim on th' outward shape, 
** The unpolluted temple of the mind, 
** And turn it by degrees to the soul's essence, 
«* Till all be made immortal. 
** But when lust 

"By unchaste looks, loose gestures, and foul talk, 
•5 But most by lewd and lavish a6t of sin, 140 

•* Lets in defilement to the inward parts, 
** The soul grows clotted by contagion, 
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" Tmboclies and imbnites, till she quite lo*e 

*' The divine property of her first being. 

** Such are those thick and gloomy shadows damp 

'* Oft' seen in charnel vaults and sepulchres, 

'* Lingering and sitting by a new-made grave, 

•* As loath to leave the body that it lov*d, 

** And link'd itself in carnal sensuality 

** To a degenerate and degraded state. 150 

Y, Bro. " How charming is divine philosophy ! 
<* Not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose, 
** But musical as is Apollo's lute, 
" And a perpetuaf feast of neiSlar'd sweets, 
** Where no crude surfeit reigns." 

E. Bro. List, list ! I hear 

Some far-off halloo break the silent air. 

T. Bro, Methought so to ; what should it be ? 

E. Bro. For certain 
Either some one like us night -founder'd here, 160 
Or else some neighbour woodman, or at worst 
Some roving robber calling to his fellows. 

TT. Bro, Heav'n keep my sister ! Again ! again ! and 
near! 
Best draw, and stand upon our guard. 

£. Bro, I'll halloo ; 
If he be friendly he comes well , if not. 
Defence is a gx)od cause, and Heav'n be for usi 

Ejiter the first Attendant Spirit^ habited like a Shepherd, 
T.Bro, That halloo I should know—What are you > 
speak. 
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" Come not too near; you fall on iron stakes else." 

" jF" Spl, What voiee is that ? my young lord \ 
Speak again. 17a 

Y,Bro, O brother, 't is my father's shepherd sure. 

E. Bro, Thyrsis ? whose artful strains have oft* dc^, 
lay»d 
The huddling brook to hear his madrigal, 
And sweeten'd ev*ry muskrose of the dale. 
How cam'st thou here, good Swain ? has any rani 
Slipp'd from the fold, or young kid lost his dam. 
Or straggling wether the pent flock forsook } 
How couldst thou find this dark sequestred nook \ 

" i^." Spi, O my lov'd master's heir and his next joy | 
" I came not here on such a trivial toy i %o 

*' As a stray'd ewe, or to pursue the stealth 
" Of pilf'ring wolf : not all the fleecy wealth 
«* That doth enrich these downs is worth a thought 
" To this my errand, and the care it brought. 
«* But oh I" ijcbere is my virgin lady ? where is she { 
How chance she is not in your company ! 

E,Bro, To tell thee sadly, Shepherd, without blame 
Or our negle6l, we lost her as we came, 

**jp." SpL Ah me! unhappy! then my fears are true, 

E, Bro, What fears, good Thyrsis ! prithee briefly 

shew ? 19Q 

F. Spi. " ril tell ye : 't is not vain, nor fabulous, 
" (Tho' so esteem*d by shallow ignorance) 

<' What the sage poets, taught by th' heav'nly Muse, 
^* Story'd of old in high immortal verse, 
<* Of dire Chimeras, and enchanted isles. 
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«• And rifted rocks, whose entrance leads to hell ; 
** For such there be ; but unbelief is blind. 
E, Bro. «* Proceed, good shepherd ! I am all at- 

tion." 
<« P* SpU Within the navel of this hideous Wood, 
I mmur'd in cypress shades, a sorcerer dwells, too 
Of Bacchus andof Circe born, great Comus, 
Deep skillM in all his mother's witcheries. 
And luanton as his father ; 
" And here to ev'ry thirsty wanderer 
" By sly enticements gives his baneful cup, 
*' With many murmurs mix*d, whose pleasing poison 
*< The visage quite transforms of him that drinks, 
** And the inglorious likeness of a beast 
** Fixes instead, unmoulding reason's mintage 
<* Charafter*d in the face." This have I learnt 210 
Tending my flock hard by, «* i* th' hilly croft 
**That brow this bottom glade," whence night by 

night 
He and his monstrous rout are heard to howl 
** Like stabled Solves or tigers at their prey, 
** Doing abhorred rites to Hecate 
** In their obscured haunts and inmost bowVs." 
Yf t have they many baits and giiileful spells. 
And beauty's tempting semblance can put on 
T' inveigle and invito th' unwary sense 
*' Of them that pass unwceting by the way." aao 
But hark ! the beaten trimbrel's jarring sound 
And wild tumultuous mirth proclaim their presence; 
Onward they move ; */ and see ! a blazing torch 
D 
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«< Gkaais thro» 4he shade," and this way guides their 

steps. 
Let us withdraw awhile and watch their motions. 

[ They retire. 

Enter C O M U s' Cre^ re^velling, and by turns caressing 

each other, till tbey obser've the Tivo Brothers ; then 

Elder Brother advances and speaks, 

£. jBro. What are you, spe^k, that thus in wanton riot 
And midnight revehy, like drunken Bacchanals, 
Invade the silence of these lonely shades ? 

F. fTom, Ye godlike youths ! ** whose radiant forms 
exciel 
<< The blooming grace of Maia's winged son," 
Bless the propitious star, that led you to us ; 
We are the happiest of the race of mortal^ 
Of freedom, mirth, and joy, the only heirs : 
But you shall share them with us ; for this cup. 
This neftar'd cup, the sweet assurance gives 
Of present, and the pledge of future bliss. 

{She offers them the cup^ 'which they both put by. 

SONG. By a Man. 

By the gayly circling glass 
We can see honv minutes pass^ 
By the hollo'w cask are told 
IIo'w the 'u^aining night gro*ws old. 

Soon, too soon, the busy day 
Drives us from out sport and play : 
What have ive ivith day to do ? 
i^ons of care '/ "was made for you. 
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£. Bro. Forbear, nor offer lis the poisonM sweets 
That thus have rendered thee thy sex's shame. 
All sense of honour banish'd from thy breast. 

« SONG. 

•' Fame*s an ecbo^ prattling double, 
*' An empty f ^'fy^ ^'"^''■'*»^ bubble ; 
*' J breath can sivell^ a breath can sink //, 
** The ivise not loorth their keeping think it. 

*' Why theny 'why such toil and pain 
** Fame'*^ uncertain smiles to gain f 
** Like her sister fot tune blind, 
** To the best she^s oft'* unkind, 
** And the *worst hetfu'VQttrfind. 

E, Bro, ** By her own sentence Virtue stands ab» 

colvM, 
•* Nor asks an echo from the tongues of men 
" To tell what hourly to herself she proves. 
" Who wants his own no other praise enjoys ; 
** His ear receives It as a fulsome tale 
*« To which his heart in secret gives the lie : 
" Nay, slander 'd innocence must feel a peace, 
" An inward peace, which flatter'd guilt ne'er knew.'» 

F. Worn. Oh I how unseemly shews in blooming 

youth 

Such grey severity I But come with us. 

We to the bow'r of bliss will guide your steps ; 
There you fhall taste the joys that Nature sheds 
Dij 
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40 COMUS. dSI IL 

On the gay spring of life, youth's flow'ry prime, 
From mom to noon, from noon to dewy eve, 270 
Each rising hour by rising pleasures mark'd. 

SONG, By a Woman in a pastoral habit. 

JVouldyou taste the noon tide ahy 
*J'oyon' fragrant bonv*r repair^ 
Where ivo^en "with the poplar bough 
The mantling <vtne ivill shelter you. 

Dotvn each side a fountain Jloivs, 
Tinkling, murmWlng, as It goes. 
Lightly o'er the mossy ground. 
Sultry Phoebus scorching rounds 

Round the languid herds and sheep s&o 

Stretched o'er sunny hillocks sleep. 
While on the hyacinth and rose 
The fair does all alond repose. 

All alon e and In her arms 

Your breast may heat to lo^ve's alarms 
Till blessed and blessing you shall o*wn. 
The Joys of love are joys alone, 

£. Bro. " How low sinks beauty when by vice de« 
bas'd ! 
" How fair that form if virtue dwelt within \ 
** But from this shameless advocate of shame 190 
« To me the warbled song harsh discovd grates. 



3gie 



T^.-Bro. *'Short is the cQurseof ev.'ry lawless pleasure; 
'* Grief like a shade on all its footsteps waits, 
•* Scarce visible in joy's meridian lieight, 
" But downward as its blaze declining speeds 
" The dwarfijsh shadow to a giant spreads." 

f . Worn, No more ; these formal maxims misbe- 
come you ; 
They only suit suspicious shrivell'd Age. 

SONG, hy a Man and who Women, 

Li've and h^ve^ enjoy the fair ^ 
Banish sorro'W^ hgnish care; , 300 

Mind not nvhat old dotards say ; 
Age has bad bis share of flay y 
Butyouth^s .sport begins to-day. 

From the fruits ofsiveet delight 
Let not scare-croiv Firtue fright : 
Here in Pleasure's 'vine-yard "jue 
Kon/e like birds from tree to tree. 
Careless, airy, gay, and free. 

s E. Bro. How can your impious tongues profane the 
name 
Of sacred Virtue, and yet promise pleasure 3 10 

In lying songs of vanity and vice ? 
From virtue severed pleasure pbrenzy grows, 
" The gay delirium of the fev'rish mind, 
"And always flies at reason^s cool return. 
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4» COMUS. /tB //• 

J. Worn, " Perhaps it may ; perhaps the sweetest 
joys 
** Of love itself from passbn's folly spring ; 
" But say, docs wisdom greater bliss bestow ? 

E. Bra, " Alike from love's, and pleasure's path 

you stray, 
*< In sensual folly blindly seeking both, 
" Your pleasure riot, lust your boasted love. 320^ 
** Capricious, wanton, bold, and brutal lust 
** Is meanly selfish, when resisted cniel, 
** And like the blast of pestilental winds 
*' Taints the sweet bloom of Nature'^s fairtst forms : 
" But love, like od'rous Zephyr's grateful breath, 
** Repays the flow'r that sweetness which it borrows ^ 
** Uninjuring, uninjur'd, lovers more 
** In their own sphere of happiness content 
** By mutual truth avoiding mutual blame.** 
But we forget : who hears the voice of Tnith 330 
In noisy riot and intemp'rance drown'd ? 
Thyrsis, be then our guide ; we'll follow thee. 
And some good angel bear a shield before us ! 

• Z Exeunt Brothers and Spirit. 

F, Worn. Come, come, my friends, and part^rs. 

of my joys, 
Leave to these pedant youth their bookish dreams ; 
** Poor blinded boys, by their blind guides misled t 
'* A beardless Cynick is the shame of nature," 
Beyond the cure of this inspiring cup ; 
** And my contempt, at best my pity, moves.'* 
Away, nor waste a moment more about *em 340 ' 
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CHORVf. 
Avjay, aitmj, anvay. 
To Comus^ court refah ; 
There night outshines the day^ 
There yields the melting fair. [Exeunt singing* 

E. Bro. *• She's gone ! may scorn pursue her wan- 
ton arts, 
" And all the painted charms that vice can wear. 
" Yet oft' o'er credulous youth such Sirens triumph, 
** And lead their captive sense in cliains as strong 
" As links of adamant. Let us be free, 
** And to secure our freedom, virtuous. 350 

T. Bro. "But should our helpless sister meet the rage 
** Of this insulting troop, what could she do ? 
•* What hope, what comfort, what support, were left? 
Spi. " She meets not them; but yet, ifrightlgu«ss, 
" A harder trial on her virtue waits. 
E. Bro. <* Protea her Heav'n ! But whence this sad 

conje<5lure ? . 

Spi. *< Thisev'ning late, by then the chewing flocks 
*' Had ta'en their supper on the sav'ry herb 
** Of knot-grass dew-besp^ent, and were in fold, 
*« I^t me down to watch upon a bank 360 

•* With ivy canopy 'd, and intervove 
•* With flaunting honeysuckle, and began, 
** Wrapp'd in a pleasing fit of melanchply, 
" To meditate my rural minstrelsy, 
V Till fancy had lier fill ; but ere a clgse, 
« "'~ • " ■ 

* The first A^ en Is here as now ^rformed. • 
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44 coMtrs. ABU, 

** The wonted roar was up amiclst the woods, 
" And filPd the air with barbarous dissonance, 
** At which I ceasM, and listen'd them a while. 

T. Bro. «< What followed then ? O! if our helpless 
sister— 

Spi, *< Strait an unusual stop of sudden silence 370 
** Gave respite to the drowsy -flighted steeds 
•* That draw the litter of close -curtain*d Sleep. 
** At last a soft and solemn breathing sound 
" Rose like a steam of rich distill'd perfumes, 
** And stole upon the air, that ev*n Silence 
** Was took ere she was 'ware, and wish'd she might 
** Deny her nature, and be never more, 
** Still to be so displac*d. I was all ear, 
<* And took in strains that might cr^tc a sonl 
** Under the ribs of Death — but oh ! ere long 380 
'* Too well I did perceive it was the voice 
'* Of my most honour*d lady your dear sister. 

T,Br9, ** O my foreboding heart ! too true my fears. 

Spi, " Amaz'd I stood, harrow'd with grief and fear, 
•*• And O ! poor hapless nightingale, thought I, 
^* How sweet thou sing'st, how near the deadly snare ! 
•<* Then down the lawns I ran with headlong haste, 
**• Thro paths and turnings often trod by day, 
^ ' Till guided by my ear I found the place 
•** Where the damn*d wizard^ hid in sly disguise, ^90 
•** (For so by certain signs I knew) had met 
*' Already, ere my best speed to prevent, 
** The aidless innocent lady, his wish'd prey, 
*< Wba geady ask'd if he had seen such two. 
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A3IL qoMVs. 45 

*^ Supposing him some neighbour villager. 
'' Longer I durst not stay, but soon I guess*d 
" Ye were the two she meant; with that I sprung 
<< Into swift flight till I had found you here ; 
" But farther know I not. 

T, Bro. O night and shades I 400 

" How are ye join*d with hell in triple knot 
" Against the unarm'd weakness of one virgin, 
«* Alone and helpless ! Is this the confidence 
** You gave me, brother ? 

E. Bro. " Yes, and keep it still, 
** Lean on it safely 5 not a period 
*• Shall be unsaid for me. Against the threats 
<* Of malice or of sorcery, or that pow'r 
«« Which erring men call Chance, this I hold firm, 
" Virtue may be assaiVd but n£*ver hurt, 410 

" Surprised by unjust force but not inihraWd\ 
" Tea^ e'ven that tvbicb mischief meant most barm 
" Sbali in the happy trial prove most glory: 
^^But evil on itself shall back recoil^ 
" And mix no more ivith goodness; ivhen at last 
*' Gathered like scum, and settled to itself 
•* // shall be in eternal restless change, 
«' Self -fed and self -consumed. If this fail 
** The pillar^ dfirmatnent is rottenness, 
** Jndearth'sbaje built onsttsbble. But come, let*s on ; 
" Against th* opposing will and arm of Heav'n 4a 1 
** May never this just sword be lifted up ; 
" But for that damn'd magician, let him be girt 
" With all the griesly legions that troop 
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•* Under the sooty flag <>f Acheron, 

** Harpies and Hydras, or all the monstrous fornis 

•* 'Twixt Africa and Inde, Til find him out, 

*< And force him to restore his purchase back, 

** Or drag him by the curls to a foul death, 

♦? Curs'd as his life. 

Spt. " Alas ! good venturous youth, 
*• I love thy courage yet, and bold emprise ; 
** But here thy sword can do thee little stead : 
** Far other arms, and other weapons must 
•* Be those that quell the might of hellish charms. 
< * He with his bare wand can unthread thy joints, 
** And crumble all fhy sinews. 

E, Bro. " Why prithee, shepherd, 
*' How durst thou then thyself approach so near, 
<* As to make thi* relation i 

Spt, "A shepherd lad, 
*' Of small regard to see to, yet well skill*d 
<* In every virtuous plant and healing herb, 
** That spreads her verdant leaf to the morning ra)i^ 
«* Has shewn me simples of a thousand names, 
** Telling their strange and vigorous faculties. 
*» Amongst the rest a small unsightly root, 
•* But of divine eflfefl, he cullsd me out ; 
*' And bad me keep it as of sovereign use 
** 'Gainst all enchantment, mildew, blast, or damp, 
** Or ghastly fury's apparition. 45 f 

<< I purs'd it up. If you have this about you 
** (As I will give you when you go) you may 
<* Boldly assault the necromancer's hall ; 
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'* Where if he be, with dauntless hardihood 

** And brandished blade rush on him, breakhis glass; 

" And shed the luscious liquor on. the groimd ; 

" But seize his wand, tho' he and his curs'd crew 

*« Fierce sign of battle naakie, and menace high, 

«< Or like the sons of Vulcan vomit smoke, 4^ 

" Yet will they soon retire, if he but shrink." 



ACT III. 

" Scene openSy and disco'vers'' a magnificent Hall \n 
CoMus'x Palace, ^^ set offivith all the gay decora^ 
" tions proper for an ancient banqueting- room,'* 
Com us and Attendants stand on each side of the 
Ladyy 'Who is seated in an enchanted chair ; « and 
** hy her looks and gestures expresses great signs of 
" uneasiness and melancholy,'* 

Com us speaks. 
-■^ENCE, loathed melancholy, 
*' Of Cerberus aiid blackest midnight born, 
*• In Stygian cave forlorn, 
** 'Mongst horrid shapes, atid shrieks, and sights un- 

holy, 
** Find out some uncouth cell, 
*• Where brooding darkness spreads his jealous wings 
** And the night-raven sings ; 
** There, under ebon-shades, and low-brow'd rocks,, 
" As ragged as thy locks^ 
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4* . COMUS. A^ III. 

* * I n dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell . i o 

" But" come thou goddess fair and free, 

In heaven yclep'd Kuphrosyn^^ 

And by men, heart -easing Mirth, 

Whom bvely Venus at a birth 

With two sister Graces more, 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore. 

Haste thee nymph and bring with thee 

Jest and youthful jollity, 

Q^ips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Nods and becks, and wreathed smiles, 20 

Such as hang on Hebe's cheek. 

And love to live in dimple sleek ; 

Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, ^j 

And laughter holding both his sides. 

Come, and trip it as you go, 

On the light fantastic toe ; 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 

The mountain- nymph, sweet Liberty. 

[Wlytlst these lines are repeating^ enter a Nymph repre- 
f enting EvTHViOSYNE^ or Mirth; nuho advances 
to the Lady, and sings thefolhwing song, 

SONG. 

Come, comCf bid adieu to fear^ 

Lo*Ve and harmony liofe here, 30 

N(f domestic jealous ja rs. 

Muzzling slandertp ivordy 'wars. 

In my presence nvili appear ; 

L$^e and harm$ny reign heft* 
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Mill. COMtrf. 49 

Sighs to aihtrous sighs returning f 
Pulses beatingy bosoms burning. 
Bosoms ^tb ^warm nmsbes panting , 
Words to speak those tmsbes ivatftingf 
Are the only tumuits hert^ 
, AU the 'Woes you need to fear \ 40 

Love and harmony teignjt here* 

Lady, How long must I, by niagick fetters chained 
To this detested seat, hear odious strains 
Of shameless folly, which my soul abhors ? 

Com. Ye sedge-crown'd Naiades, by twilight seen 
Along Marauder's masy border green, 
At Comus' call appear in all your azure sheen. 

[He tva'ves his fTand, the Naiads enter, and range 
themsei'ves in order to dance.} 

Now swiftly slow let Lydian measures move. 
And breathe the pleasing pangs of gentle love. 

[" The Naiads dance a slonxj dance expressive of the 
passion ofLove,'] 

t" After this dance^* the pastoral Nymph advances , 
slowy nvith a melancholy and desponding air, to the 
side of the stage, and repeats, by *way of soliloquy, 
the first six linis, and then sings the ballad. In the 
^an time she is observed ^^Euphrosynb, v^ho by 
her gestures expresses so the audience her different 
sentiments of the suHjeSi of her complaint, suitably to 
thrtharaffer of their ieveral songs.'} 
E 
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RECITAXIVE. 

How gentle was my DSftttdrt'a afr ! 
Like sunny beaiiter his ^Ickfihair^ 
His voice was tike* thei^ghtan^k'Sy 
More sweet his breath tlian lloW*ry vdles* 
How hard Such beantiesfo rfcdigft ! 
And yet that cruel task is mine ! 

A BALLAD. 

On e*vety hiily in e'veiy^rb'i^f *' 

Mong the margin nfiatb strtam^ 
Dear consicous scenes of fhr^ey /»W, - - 

/ mourn^ and Damon.is^ my iheme* 
Ihe bills, the grooves, the streams remain^ 66 
, But Damon there I seek in 'vain, 

y No^y to the mossy cante Iffy ^ / 

** UHfere to my s'wain I oft have sung, 
** Well pleased the hro'tvsing goats to spy, 

** jis o*er the airy steep they hung, 
/^ 7ke mossy ca*ue„ thegoats -rfmain^ 
•• But Damon there I seek in vain. 

«< ^(POU through the 'winding.'vale Ipdssp 
** jind sigh to see the.fwell-knoivn sbqde ;. 

*^ I *weep and kiss the bended grass, T 

** Where love and Damon^fimdly play^i^ . . 

*^ The vale ^ the shade, the gr a is remain^ 

*• But Damon there I seek in vain,** 
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S^ Ilh couvu it 

From bill^from daUy each charm hjledf 
GronfeSy JlockSf €U%d fountains pUase «# more^ 
. Each flo'wer in plt^ droo^ its head^ 
All nature dom. my ^ass deplore. 
Allf all reproach the faithless stvaiuf 
Yet Damon still I seek in *uain, 

RECITATIVE, ^yEuPHROSYNE. 

Love, the greatest bliss below, 80 

How to taste few women know 5 

Ffwer still the way have hit 

How a fickle swain to quit. 

Simple nymphs then learn of me, 

How to treat inconstancy. 

BALLAD. 

^be tvanton godf that ptercei hearts ^ 
Dips in gcUl his pointed darts ; 
But the nymph disdains to pine > 
Who bathes the ivound 'wish rosy *wine, 

Faretvell lo'verSf ivben tbeyWe cloyed ; 
ffl amscorn^df because enjoy^d^ 
Sure the squeamish fops are free 
To rid me of dull company. 

They ha'Ve charms whilst mine can please ; 
/ love tbem much^ but more my ease ; 
JiorjeahusfecMrs my lo*ue molest^ 
Nor faithless vows shall break my rest, 

Eij T 
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Why sbould tbey e*€rgpve me faln^ 

H^b% to ghve mejey disdain f 

All I hope of mortal man^ * too 

Is to love, me 'whilst be cam* 

Com us speaks* 

Cast thine eyes around, and see 
How from every clement 
Nature's sweets are cull'd for thee. 
And her choicest blessings sent. 

" Fire, water, earth, and air, combine 
** To compose the rish repast, 
«* Their aid the distant seasons join 
" To court thy smell, thy sight, thy taste." 

Hither summer, autumn, spring, no 

Hither all your tributes bring : 
All on bended knee be seen 
Paying homage to your queen. 

i After this " tbey put on tbeir cbaplets and prepare for 
** tbe feast : ivbile Comus /V ad*vancing tvisb bis 
** cup, and one of his attendants offers a cbaplet to 
** tbe Lady, (nvhich she throws on tbe ground "'witb 
** indignation J tbe preparation for tbe feast is inter ^ 
" rupted by lofty and solemn musick from abonte^ 
'< 'whence'* tbe second Attendant Spirit inters gra» 
dually in a splendid machine, repeating tbefollrw* 
ing lines to tbe Lady, and sings, remaining still in^ 
I'isible /o Com us and bis crenv* 
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From the realms of peace abore, 
From the source of hearcaly love, 
' From the starry throne of Jove, 
Where tunefitl Muses in a glittering ring [ 

To the celestial lyre's eternal string 
Patient Virtue's triumph sing ; 
To these dim labyrinths where mortals stray, 
Maz'd in passion's pathless way, 121 

To save thy purer breast from spot and blame 
Thy guardian Spirit came. 

SONG. 

Nor on beds of fading jlwoers^ 

Shedding soon tbeir gaitdy pride ; 
Nor tvitb s'watns in Syren bouoers^ 

ITiil true pleasure long reside. 

On a*wful nfinue^s bill sublime ^ 

Enthroned sits tbe immortal fair \ 
Who njuins ber hcigbt^ must patient tlimb^ 

Tbe sups are pertly toil and care, 

S^from the first did Jove ordain^ 
Eternal biissfbr transient pain. 

[Exit ttf Spirit^ the music. playing loud and soleMn* 

LtUiy. Thanks, heav'nly songster ! whosoe'er thou 



art, 



Who deign' st to enter these imhallow'd walls^ 
To bring the song of virtue to mine ear ! 
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54 COM US. A^Ul. 

O cease not, cease not the melodious strain. 
Till my rapt soul high on the swelling note 

To hcav'n ascend far from these horrid fiends ! 

Com. Mere airy dreams of air-bred people these ? 
Who look with envy on more happy man, 141 

" And would decry the joys they cannot take. 
** Quit not the substance for a stalking shade 
** Of hollow virtue, which eludes the grasp." 
Drink this, and you will scorn such idle tales. 

[ He offers the cuPftohich she puts by ^and attempts torlse. ] 

Nay, lady, sit ; if I but wave this wand. 
Your nerves are all bound up in alabaster. 
And you a statue : •* or, as Daphne was, 
*• Root-bound, that fled Apollo." 

Ztfr/y. Fool, do not boast ; 150 

Thou can'st not touch the freedom of my mind 
With all thy charms, altho* this corporal rind ' 
Thou hast immanacPd, while hcav'n sees good. 

Com, Why are you vex*d, lady ? why do you frown? 
Here dwell no frowns nor anger ; from these gates 
Sorrow flies far. See, here be all the pleasures 
That fancy can beget on youthful thoughts, 
" When the fresh blood grows lively and returns 
" Brisk as the April buds in primrose scasonr** ' ! 
And first behold this cordial julep here, .1^0 

Tiiat flames and dances in his crystal bounds, 
" With spirits of balm and fragrant syrups mix'd, 
" Not that Nepenthes, which the wife of Thcne 
" In i^gypt gave to Jove -born Helena, 
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•« Is of such pow'r to stir up joy, as this, 
«* To life so friendly, or so cool to thirst." 

Lady. Know base deltider, that I will not taste it. 
Keep thy detested gifts for such as these. 

{^Points to bis cre*vtx 

SONG. By a Man. 

Mortals, /earn your Ihjes to measure 

Not by length of time ^ but pleasure ; 1 701 

Soon your spring must banje a fall ; 

Losing youth y is losing all : 

TbenyouUl ask, but none *will gi*vey 

And may linger^ but not li've. 

Com. Why shouM you be so cruel to yourself. 
And to those dainty limbs, which Nature lent 
For gentle usage and soft delicacy I 
•* But/you invert the cov'nants of her trust, 
** And harshly deal, like an ill borrower, 
" With that which you receivM on other terms, 1 8a 
•• Scorning the unexempt condition, 
** By which all human frailty must subsist, 
** Refreshment after toil, ease after pain ;*• 
That have been tir*d all day without repast. 
And timely rest have wanted. But, fair virgin^ 
TfeVi^iS^Hl restore all aoon. ' 

Lady. 'Twill not, false traitor 1 
'Twill imt restore the truth and honesty 
That thou hast banis'd from thy tongue with lies. 
vVS'^.^ija^th^ coitageand the safe abode, -k^c 
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5^ COM US. A^ III. 

Thou told'et mc of ? Hence with thy brew'denchatit- 

nlents. 
** Hast thou betrayed n\y credulous iniKKre nee 
** With vizor'd falshood, and base forgery ? 
•* And would* St thou seek ag^in to trap me here 
** With liq'rish baits, fit to ensnare a brute "? 
Were it a draught for Juno when she banquets, 
I wou'd not taste thy treas'jious offer — None, 
But such as are good men, can give good things ; 
And that which is not good is not delicious 
To a well-govern'd and wise appetite. 20:) 

Com, ** O, foolishness of men ! that lend their ears 
«* To those budge doctors of the Stoic fur, 
** And fetch their precepts from the Cynic tub, 
" Praising the lean and sallow abstinence. 
" Wherefore did Nature pour her bounties forth 
** With such a full and unwithdrawing hand. 
" Covering the earth with odours, fruits, and flocks^ 
" Thronging the seas with spawn innumerable^ 
'* But aU to please and sate the curious' taste ; 
«* And set to work millions of spinning worms, s t9 
" That ia their green shops we^ve the smooth-hairVi 

silk, 
** To de<;k Jier sons ; and that no corner might 
•* B^e vacant of her plenty, in her own loins . 
" She hutch'd th' ail -worshipped ore, and. precions 

gems . ' . • 

** To store her children with ; if all the world 
** Should in a pet of temp*rance feed on pulse, 
**' Drink the clear stream, and nothing wear but frieze. 
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*« Th' All-giver would be uutliank'd, would be un- 

prais'dy 
** Not half his riches known, and yet despia'd, 
•*^ And we should serve him as a grudging mci!>tcr, 
** As a penurious qiggard of his wealth, 2 2 r 

** And live like Nature's bastards, not her sons ; 
««rWJio would be quite surcharged with her ows 

weight, 
*♦ Aod strangled with her waste fertility. 

Lady, " I had notthought to have unlocked nny lips 
*• In this unhallow'd air, but that this juggler 
•« Wou'd think to charm my judgment, as mine eyes, 
•* Obtruding false rules, prank*d in reason's garb. 
** I hate when vice can bolt her arguments, 
^' And virtue has no tongue to check her pride, 139 
'* Imposter, do not charge most innocent Nature, 
**. As if she would her children should be riotous 
" With her abundance. She, good cateress, 
•« Means Jier provision only to the good, 
** That live according to her sober laws, 
** And holy dictate of spare Temperance. 
** If ev'ry just man, that now pines with want, 
•* Had but a moderate and beseeming share 
f* Of that which lewdly-pamper'd Luxury 
" Now heaps upon some few with vast excess, 240 
*« Nature's full blessings would be well dispensed 
*• In unsuperfluouseven proportion, 
*• And she no whit encumber'd with her stoje ; 
** And then the Giver wou'd be better thank'd, 
•* His praise due paid. For swinish Gluttony 
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" Ne'er looks to heav*n amidst his goi^ous feast, ^ 
" But with besotted, -base ingratitu4e 
*» Crams, and blasphemes his feeder." Shail I go.oaf 
Or-have I said enough ? ' . . ' 

Com, Enough to shew 'x^ 

That yo\i are cheated by the lying boasts 
Of starving pedants, that affedl a farae' 
From scorning pleasures, which they cannot reach. 

E TJ P H R O S Y N E SingS . * 

Preach not to me your musty rules, 
Te drones that mould in idle cell ; 

The heart is aviser than the. schools^ 
The senses airways reason 'well. 

(fshortmy span, I lesftan spar^ 

To pass a single pleasure hy ; 
An hour is loyig, ifloit in care 5 %6^ 

* They only ii*ve, luhoJi/e enjoy. 

Com. <* These are the maxims of the truly wise, 
« Of such as pra6tise what they preach to others. 
" Here are no hypocrites, no grave dissemblers ; 
** Nor pining grief, nor eating^cares approach us, 

** Nor sighs, nor murmurs but of gentle I,ove, 

*< Whose woes delight; What must his pleasures thea^ 

** EuPHROSYNE sings, 
'* Te Fauns, andye Dryads, from hill, dale, and gro've^ 
" Trip, trip it along, conduced by Lo've ; 

* Sung by Comus, as How ptrformed tt Covcnt-gardcn Theatre. 
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«< Sixjifdy reserP to Cdmtts* gay court, 

«« Jnd in *uarious measures sbeiv Lovers vaidws sp$rf. 

♦* Enter the Fauns and Dryads, and attend to the-fol^ 
** lonving dire^lons. The tune is play d a second time , 
to 'which they dance, 

♦* Now lighter and gayer, ye tinkling strings, sound : 
•* Light, light in the air, ye nimble nymphs, bound. 
•* Now, now with quick feet the ground beat, beat ; 
** Now with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat, 

** Now cold and denying, 

«* Now kind and complying, 

** Consenting, repenting, 

** Disdaining, complaining, 

** Indifference now feigning, igo 

*« Again with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat. 

[" Exeuni Dancers:*^ 
Com, List, Lady, be not coy, and be not cozen' d 
With that same vaunted name Virginity. 
" Beauty is nature's coin, mufet not be hoarded, 
•• But must be current, and the good thereof 
** ConMSts in mutual and partaken bliss, 
*♦ Unsavory in th' enjoyment of itself : 
" If yon let slip time, like a negledled rose, 
'* It withers oh the stalk with languish'd head. 
** Beauty is nature's brag, and must be shown ig* 
•* In courts, at feasts, and high solemnities, 
** Where most may wonder at the workmanship. 
" It is for homely features to keep home, 
** They had their name thence : Coarse complexion:^. 
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" And cheeks of sorr>' grain, will serve to ply 
" The sampler, and to fcarc the housewife's wool" 
What need a vermeil tin^tur'd lip for that, 
Love-darting eyss, or tresses like the morn \ 
There was another meaning in these gifts ; 
Think what, and be advisM : you are but young yet ; 
This will itiform you soon. 3or 

Lady, ** To him that dares 
" Arm his profane tongue with contemptuous words 
** Against the surt-clad power of chastity, 
" Fain would I something say, yet to what purpose i 
" Thou hast nor ear, nor soul to apprehend ; 
" And thou art worthy that thou shouldst not know 
" More happiness .than this thy present lot. 
" Enjoy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, 
** That has so well been taught her dazzling fence : 
** Thou art not fit to hear thyself convinc'd, 311 

** Yet should I try, the uncontroled worth 
** Of this pure cause would kindle my rapt spirits 
** To such a flame of sacred vehemence, 
" That dumb things would be mov*d to sympathize, 
"And the brute earth would lend her nerves, and 

shake, 
<^ Till all thy magic strufhires, rear'd so high, 
<* Were shatter'd into heaps o'er thy false head. 
, Com. «« She fables not, I feel that I do fear 
" Her words set off by some superior pow'r ; z%m 
" And tho* not mortal, yet a cold shudd»ring dew 
•» Dips me all o*€r, as when the wrath of Jove 
*■ Speaks thunder, and the chains of Erebus, 
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" To some of Satuoi's crew. I mutt dissemble, 

" And try her yet more stmngiy Come, no more, 

*' This is mere moral babble^ and diie^l 

^' Against the canon kws of our foundation ; 

*' I must not suffer thist yet His but the lees 

** And'settiti^s of a melancholy blood ; 

" But this will cure all strait," one sip of this 330 

Will bathe the drooping spirit* in delight. 

Beyond the bliss of dreams. Be wise, and taste 

[.The Brothers rush in ivith siv^rds draivn, ivrest tb^ 
glass out of bis band^ and break it against the 
ground ; bis roiit make signs of resistance y but are all 
driven in, ] 

Enter the First Sp'u-it. 

What, have you let the false enchanter scape ? 

O, ye mistook, you should have snatch*d liis wan^ 

And bound him fast ; without his rod revers'd^ 

** And backward mutters of dissev'ring pow'r,'* 

We cannot free the lady, that sits here 

In stony fetters fix'd, and motionless. 

Yet stay, be not distujH'd ; now I bethink me« 

" Some other means I have, which may be us'd, 34^ 

" Which once of Melibasitsold I learn'd, 

'* The soothest shepherd that e'er pip'd on plains « 

** I learn'd *cin then, when with my fellow swaii), 

*' The youthful Lycidas, his flocks I fed." 

There is a gentle nymph not far from hence, 

Sabrina is her name, a virgin pure, , 

That €ways the Severn stream ; * 
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<ft COMITf} JtBtlK 

" And, a» the? old swain said," she can iinlock 
The clasping charm, and thaw the mnnbing ipell, ' 
I f she be right invdk'd in iwairisled aong ; - *i 3 5<y 

" For maidenhood ahfrk>Ye% aiki wiUjbe ^Wlft 
** To aid a virgin, aiich as was herself . ' 
>^<^ And see the swain himsdf iAMtau) comer.'* ' . ' 

' Enter the Second Sptnt. • \ 

Haste ; Lycidas, and try thy tuneful strain^ 
Which from her bed the fair Sibnna calls. 

SONG. By Second Sfhtt. 

Sabrinafalfy . • . 

Listen 'where thou art sitting • , 
Under the glassy y cool, translucent ivanjc^ 

In tools ted braids of lilies knitting 
The loose train of thy amher- dropping hair 5 36* 
Listen forbear honour^ s sake^ 
Goddess of the silver lake, . 
Listen and sa^ve, 

Sabrina rises and sings. 

By the rushy -fringed bank, , 
iThere gr&ws the wlhiv and the aster dank. 

My sliding chariot stays, 
Thick set 'with agate, and the azure sheen 
€>fTurkis blue, and emWald green, 

That in the channefstrays ; 
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" Whilst from off the ivaters fleet 37© 

^TkusJsetmyprtMt/fjf/eet ■ 
•* 0{er4htc*Vfsi'if,s^gtv€tbea4i^ 
*' Tlb^/ bends not as I tread |^" 
Gentle rwain^ at thy requtst^ 
I am here f 

RECITATiyE. Second S^it. 

Goddess dear, 
We implore thy powerful hand 
To undo the charmed band 

Of true virgin here distressed,* 
Thro* the force, and thro' the wile, 380 

Of unblessed enchanter vile. 

RECITAnrE. Sahrimt. • • 

Shepherd, 'tis my office best 

To help ensnared chastity : 

Brightest lady, look on me ; 

Thus I sprinkle on thy breast 

Drops, that from my fountain pur« 

I hive kept, of precious cure j 

Thrice upon thy finger's tip. 

Thrice upon thy ruby'd lip ; 

Next this marble venom'd scat, 390 

Smcar'd with gums of glutinous heat, 

I touch with chaste pidms xhbht and cold | 

Kow the; spdl haA lost his hold ; 

And I muftt haste, ere morning- hour. 

To wait Iq Ampl^trite's bower. 
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^4 COWVft. . ASf.lIt. 

( S A B E I N 4 descends^ and tkt Ladj rises out of her seat ; 
the Urothfrt emkrtuelftr senderfy. } 

i'Bro. " I oft ha4bcard,but ne'er bclicv'd till now, 
<' There are» who can by potent xiutgic spells 
'^ Bend to their crooked purpose nature^s laws, 
'< Blot the fairmoon from her resplendant orb, 
« Bid whirling planets stop their destin'd course, 400 
«« And thro* the yawning earth from Stygian gloom 
« Call up the meagre ^host to walks of light : 
•* It may be so for some mysterious end !•• 

r. Bro. Why did I doubt } Why tempt the wrath 
of heav'n 
To shed just vengeance on my weak distrust } 
** Here spotless innocence has found relief, 
** By means as wond'rous as her strange distress.'* 

E. Bro. The freedom of the mind, you see, no 
charm. 
No spell can reach ; that righteous Jove forbids, 
I«est man should call his frail divinity 419 

The slave of evil, or the sport of chance. 
Inform us, Thyrsis, if for this thine aid, 
We aught can pay that equals thy desert. 

First Spirit disco'vering himself, ^ 

Pay it to Heaven ! There my mansion is : 
<• But when a mortal, favoured of high Jove, 
« Chances to pass thro' yon advent'rous glade, 
<< Swift as the sparkle of a glancing star 
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"I shoot from heav'n to give hiio^fe convoy*'* ^ 
That lent you grace to escape this cursed place ; 
To heaven^ that here has try*d your youth, 420 

Your faith, your patience, afid your truths 
And cent you thro' these hard essays 
With a crown of deathless praise, 

iTben the tnv9 first Spirits ad*vance and speak alter* 
nately the foH^'whtg Unee^ *whUb MiLTOXt calh 
efihgulzing. 

To the ocean now I fly. 

And those happy climes that lye 

Where day never shuts his eye 

Up in the brood fields of the sky : 

There I suck the liquid air 

All amidst the gardens fair 

Of Hesperus, and his Daughters three, 4i« 

That sing about the golden tree. 

Along the crisped shades and bowers 
Reyels the spruce and jocund Spring ; 
♦ The Graces and the rosy-bosom*d Hours 
Thither all their bounties bring ; 
There eternal Summer dwells. 
And west-wings with musky wing 
About the cedern alleys fling 
Nard and Cassia's balmy smells. 

Now my task is smoothly done, 440 

I can fly or I can run 

Quickly to the green earth's end, 

Where the bow*d welkin slow doth bend ; 
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4i COR^^S!, '^'^ /^• 

Anctfrom tl^ncetran so^ as $o6ft' -^ 

To the comers of thefmo6ri. 
Mortafe thai would follow tiic^ 
Love Virtue, she alone is ffcfc 4 -- 

She can teach you how to tUmb 
Higher than the sphery chime ; 
. Or, if Virtue feeble were, ^ ' 45o 

V . Heaven itself would stoop to her. 

Chorus. Taught by virtue, you may clmh 
Higher than the sphety chime \ 
Off if Virtue feeble ivere^ 
Heaven itself 'would stoop tp her. 



THE ^ND. 
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EPILOGUE. 



SPOKEKBY 



Some critic^ Mr rmjuuch decehvedy^ *vdUI ask^ 

*' What means this iviid, this allegoric masque^ 

Beyond all hounds of truth this author shoots ; 

Can ivands or cups transform men into hrutes? 

^Tis idle stuff !'*^ And yet PlI prove it true » 

Attend ; f ordure I mean it not of you. 

The mealy fop i that tastes my cup^ may try^ 

Ho'W quick the change from heau to hutterfy^ 

But o*er the InseSl should the Brute prevail ^ 

He grins a monkey vuith a length of tail, j^q 

One stoke of this,* as sure as Cupid* s arrt'w^ 

Turns the ivarmyoutb into a 'wanton sparrowm 

Nay^ the cold prude becomes a shve to love, 

Feels a neio ivarmth, and cooes a hilling dove* 

Ihe sly coquet, ivhose artful tears beguile 

Un'wary hearts, <weeps a false crocodile. 

Dull poring pedants, shocked at truth* s keen light. 

Turn moles, and plunge again tn friendly night ; 

Misers graiv vultures, of rapacious mind. 

Or mor€ than vultures, they devour their kind ; %9 

♦ The Wand; 
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FlattWtrs canuleonSy creeping on the ground^ 

WM #^'f^ €bangmg colour changing romadm 

7he party-foolp beneath bis heavy loadp 

j^rttdget m dri*ven ass thro* dirty road* 

While guzxUng sots^ their spouses say, are hogs 5 

And snarling critics^ authors stoear, are dogs. 

But t^he gra*ve^ I hope tue^'ve fro^d at leasts 

All vice is folly, and makes mati a beast. 28 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



IHE alterations and additions' in this Play (as per-^ 
formed at the Theatres) on comparing it with the ori- 
ginal, were judged so necessary and judicious, and 
the omissions so numerous and intiicate, that it was 
impracticable to give the Original intire, without 
greatly embarrassing the Reader ^ such Lines as could 
be restored (though omitted on the stage) are printed 
mth Inverted Commas, those in Italics are added in 
the Representation, 
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BEN JONSON, 



The life of this great Poet is not a subject of 
pleasurable retrospe£l — it was darkened by enyy, 
it was saddened by necessity— and as if his suf- 
fering were never to have an end, his Wit is 
disparaged and Genius undervalued, even by 
that Posterity to which he might be supposed to 
refer his claims with assurance of justice. 

Shaksperb is the man before whoae am* 
tcmpotary excellence Jon son fades away— -To 
whose injured friendship his fame, both as a 
man and as a writer, is sacrificed for propitia- 
tion. 

The Commentators upon our greatest Poet 
seem, with infinite industry, to have raked up the 
ashes of forgotten aspersions, and to have vio- 
lated that Grave in which all injuries are per- 
mitted to enjoy oblivion Jon son has written 

dispraisingly of their Idol, it therefore follows 
in their idea, that wanting gratitude, he Jias 
wanted all— and they wish to deny that excellence 
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in his writings, which there is reasonable ground 
for presuming did riot do honour to his life — Yet, 
esteemed and learned Gentlemen, Envy is a pas- 
sion too apt to invade either the literate or the 
illiterate; and though Jon son might write under 
its influence, I cannot exped you to pity what 
you never felt. , None of you have ever vindic- 
tively laboured to smother up a commenting 
rival — None of you are skilled in the art of plung- 
ing a name into oblivion, that your plagiarisms 
may never rise in judgment against you — Ye 
comment and criticise as though' the precise ac- 
curacy of Ca PELL had never preceded your toil. 
And may he continue to moulder in obscurity ! 
for, alas ! should a fair estimate of his researches 
be made, the high plumed sagacity of one Com- 
naentatbr, and the unpresximing modesty of znother, 
might be expunged from the burthened pages of 
the Poet, 

** And like the baseless Fabric of your Visions, 
<* Leave not a Rack behind." 

Let me be pardoned if any thing acrimonious 
should be inferred from aught above written. 
The Writer is just fresh from the perusal of the 
following play, and excellence, come from whom 
it may, is apt to win so warm an interest in his 
B 
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91 H JONSOK« 



bo60Qi» that the very Gentlemen alluded to might 
enkindle within his breast a similar enthusiasm* 
were it possible to discover any congeniality of 
merits in their elaborate compositions. 

The above I owe to the/am of Jowiok, whnJt 
I am indebted to his life shall be punftually paid 
to his inimitable Volponi. 

ThB BlOOaAPHIR. 
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THE JLCHTMIST. 

The characters of Jokson cannot be defined like 
those of SHAKSrftUt ; 

<< 'WllklitreaDtof ttttfCt b«t of «U tiiBet.** 

They art such as only existed for the most part in his 
own — ^They speak in consequence a language de- 
formed by afie6tationy and obscured by local allu- 
sion. Yet, so wonderful is the strength of this Her- 
cules, that he may be stiled the great Historian of the 
Drama, and from his page is refle^ed the most per- 
fect image of the domestic mamiers of our Ances- 
tors in the Sixteenth Century. 

Ovi^ romantic Sires, as a worthy companion to 
their belief in the do6lrine of Demons and Witches, 
believed in the transmutation of Metals, the Philo- 
sopher's Stone, and other conundrums of a similar 
nature ; to ridicule the latter folly, this admirable 
play was written. 

If the Writer did not dread the undefined terrors 
of LIBEL, he might venture to say, Jon son was too 
wise to attack the belief in Wkchcrafi^ sandlioned by 
the learned ignorance of his Sovereign's sublime 
treatise entitled, Damonologia, 

Bij 
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THE ARGUMENT. 



T be sickness hot, a master quit for feavy 

H is bouse in towny and left one servant tbere % 

£ ase bim eorruptedy and gave means to knoWf 

A cbeater and bis punk'y vtboy ww br$ugbt hw^ 
L eaving tbeir narrow praBicey were become 
C o%^ners at targe ; and only wanting some 
H ouse to set up, ivltb bim tbey bere contrary 
E acb for a share, and all begin to oB. 
M ucb company tbey drawy and much abuscy 
I n casting figures, telling fortunesy newsy 
S elling offiiesy fiat bawd'ryy witb tbe stone i 
T /// //, and tbeyy and ally in fume are gone. 



PROLOGUE. 

FoRTUNEy that favours foolsy these two short hours 
We wish awayy both for your sahes and ours. 
Judging speSators; and desire in place. 
To the author justice, to ourselves but grace. 
Our scene is London, *cause we would mahe hnown^ 
No country s mirth is better than our own : 
No clime breeds better matter for your whore. 
Bawd, ^squire, impostor y many persons more. 
Whose manners, now calVd humours, feed the siage; 
And which have stiti been subjcB for the rage 



3gie 



PROLOGUE. IX 

Or ipUen of comic writers. Though this pen 

Did never aim to grieve^ hit Setter men ; 

However the age he lives in doth endure 

7h wets thai she breeds^ above their cure* 

But when the wholesome remedies are sweety 

And in their worAifigt gain and profit meet^ 

He hopes to find no spirit so much diseas^dy 

But will with such fair correQives be plea^d : 

For here he doth not fear who can apply. 

If then be any that will sit M nigh 

Unto the stream^ to looh what it doth run^ 

They shall fhd things, they^d thinh, or toish, tuere done^ 

They are so natural foUies, but so shown. 

As even the doers may see, and yet not own. 
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DRUR r- LANE. 



Men» 
SvBTLTf the j^ciymist, .... • Mr. Aickin* 

Face> the Housekeeper^ ..... Mr. Palmer* 

Sir Epicure Mammok> Knight, - - Mr* Chaplin* 

Abel DauGGXRy aTohaceo Mattf - - Mr* Dodd* 

Sv a LYf a Gamester, ..... . Mr* Philliinore* 

I)appbr, a Clerk, ----..- 

Kastrill, the angry Boy, .... Mr. Burton. 

Love WIT, Master of the House, - - - 
'TiiiBVbAA'iOfr, A Pastor of Aniterdam, 
An AviA$, a Deann there, . . - - 



Dox. Common, Colleague tvitb Subtle and 
Face, 

Dame Pliant, a Widow, Sister to the 
angry Bey, --.-..-. 

Neighbours, Officers, &e. 

ScENB, London* 



fwontiu* 
Mrs. Hopkins. 
Mr«* A. Palmer* 



N. B, This Play never performed at Covent-Garden Theatre* 
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THE 

ALCHYMIST. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Face, Subtle, and Dol Common. 

. Face, 
Believe it, I will. 

Suif. Do thy worst. I dare thee. 

Face, Sirrah, 1*11 strip you out of all your sleights 

Dol, Nay, look ye, sovereign, general, are you mad 
men? 

Sub. O, let the wild sheep loose. I'll gum your silk 
With good strong water, an' you come. 

Dol. Will you have 
The neighbours hear you ? Will you betray all ? 
" Hark, 1 hear somebody." 

Face. Sirrah! 

Sulf I shall mar 
All that the taylor has made, if you approach. 
. Face, You most notorious whelp, you insolent slave. 
Dare you do this ? 
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Sub, Yes faith, yes faith. 

Face. Why, who 
Am I, my mungrcU Who am I } 

Sub, V\\ tell you, 
Since ydii know not yourself-— 

Face. Speak lower, rogue. 20 

Sub. Yes, you were once (time not long pass'd) the 
good, 
Honest, plain, livery-man, that kept 
Your master's worship's house here in the Friars, 
For the vacations. 

Face, Will you be so loud ? 

Sub. Since, by my means, translated suburb- captain. 

Face. By your means, do6lor Dog ? 

Sub. Within man*s memory. 
All this I speak of. 

Face. Why, I pray you, have I 
Been countenanced by you, or you by me ? 
Do but colleft, sir, where I met you first. 

Sub. I do not hear well. 

Face. Not of thiS) I think it : 
But I shall put you in mind^ sir j at Pye-Comer, 
Taking your meal of steam in, from cooks' stalls j 
Where, like the father of hunger, you did walk 
Piteously costive, with your pinch'd-hom nose. 
And your complexion of the Roman wash. 
Stuck full of black and melancholic worms, 40 

Like powder com shot at th* Artillery- yard. 
'Sub. I wish you could advance your voice a little. 

Face. When you went pinn'd up in the several rags 

Digitized by VjOOgie 



JBI, THE ALCHYMI8T. 18 

You had rak*d and pick'd from dunghills before day; 
Your feet in mouldy slippers, for your kibes 
A felt of rug, and a thin threaden cloak. 
That scarce would cover your no-buttocks— 

Su6. So, sir! 

Face, When all your alchymy, and your algebra. 
Your minerals, vegetals, and animals, 
Your conjuring, coz'ning, and your doz'n of trades. 
Could not relieve your corpse with so much linen 
Would make you tinder but to see a fire ; 
I gave you countenance, credit for your coals. 
Your stills, your glasses, your materials; 
Built you a furnace, drew you customers, 
/Vdvanc*d all your black arts, lent you, beside, 
A house to practice in— 

Suh, Your master's house ? 

Face, Where you have studied the more thriving skill 
Of bawd'ry since. 6i 

Sub. Yes, in your master's house. 
You and the rats here kept possession. 
Make it not strange. " I know you were one could 

keep 
" The butt'ry hatch still lock'd, and save the chippings, 
** Sell the dole beer to aqua-vita men, 
" The which, together with your Christmas vails 
** At post and pair, your letting out of counters, 
" Made you a pretty stock, some twenty marks, 
** And gave you credit to converse with cobwebs 
" Here, since your mistress' death hath broke up house. 
" Face, You might talk softlier, rascal. 
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14 THfc ALCHYMtlT. AS I. 

** Sidf» No, you Scarabe ; 
«< I'll thunder you in pieces : I will teach you 
•* How to beware to tempt a fury again^ 
•* That carries tempest in his hand and voice. 

*< Face, The place has made you valiant^- 

•^ SiA, No, your clothes. 
•* Thou vermin, have I ta'en thee out of dung, 
«* So poor, so wretched, when no livifig thing 80 
«* Would keep thee company, but a spider, or worse! 
•* Rais'd thee from brooms, and dust, and wat'ring 

pots! 
« Sublimed thee, and exalted thee, and fix'd thee 
" I* the third region CAll'd our State of Grace I 
'< Wrought thee to spiriti to quintessence, with pains 
** Would twice have won me the philosopher's work! 
** Made thee a second in mine own great art I 
•* And have I this for thanks ? Do you rebel ? 
•^ Do you fly out i* the projedtion ? 
** Would you be gone now ? 

" Dol, Gentlemen, what mean you \ 
«* Will you mar all ? 

" Sub. Slave, thou hadst had no name— 

" DoL Will you undo yourselves with civil war ? 

" Sub. Never been known, past equi cUbanum^ 
«* The heat of horse dung, under ground, in cellars, 
** Or an ale-house darker than deaf John's; been lost 
•* To all mankind, but laundresses and tapsters, 
«« Had not I been. 

** Ddl, Do you know who hears you, sovereign ? 

^^ Face, Sirrah— 101 
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" Do/. Nay, general, I thought you were civU.*' 

face. I shall turn desperate, if ytm grow thus loud* 

Sub, And hang thyself, I care not. 

Face, Hang thee, collier. 
And all thy pots and pans, in pi^uret ** I will, 
'* Since thou hast mov'd me«— 

" Doi. Oh, this'U overthrow all. 

" face. Write thee up bawd in Paul's, have all tliy 
tricks 
" Of coz'ning with a hollow coal, dust, scrapings, 
" Searching for things lost with a sieve and sheers, 
*' £re£^ing figures in your rows of houses, 
** And taking in of shadows with a glass, 
*' Told in red letters i and a face cut for thee, 
" Worse than Gamaliel Ratsey's. 

" DoL Are you sound ? 
*< Ha' you your senses, masters } 

" face. I will have 
" A book, but barely reckoning thy impostures, 
" Shall prove a true philosopher's stone to printers-" 

SiiS. Away, you ti(ncher<nscal, xoi 

Face. Out, you dog-deach. 
The vomit of all prisons. 

Doi. Will you he 
Your own destru6itioQs, gentlemen ? 

Su6. Cheater, 

Face. Bawd, 

Sub. Cowi>herd. 

Face. Coiyurer. 

Sub, Cut -purse. 
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DoL We are ruin'd! lost! Ha' you no more regard 
To your reputations? Where's your judgment? 'Slight, 
Have yet some care of me, o' your republick — 

Face, Aw^y, this brach. Pll bring the rogue within 
The statute of sorcery, " tricesmo tertio 
" Of Harry the Eighth ; ay, and, perhaps, thy neck 
« Within a noose for laundering gold, and barbing it." 

DoL You'll bring your head within a cockscomb, 
will you ? 

[She catches out Face'^ sword, and breaksSwhxXt's glass » 
And you, sir, with your menstrue, gatherit up. 
'Sdeath ! you abominable pair of stinkards, 140 

Leave off your barking, and grow one again. 
Or, by the light that shines, Til cut your throats. 
I'll not be made a prey unto the marshal. 
For ne'er a snarling dog-bolt o* you both. 
Ha' you together cozcn'd all this while, 
And all the world ? and shall it now be said. 
You've made most courteous shift to cozen yourselves > 
You will accuse him : You will bring him in 
Within the statute I Who shall Jtake your word ? 
A whore's-son, upstart, apocryphal captain, 
Whom not a puritan in Black- Friars will trust 
So much as for a feather ! And you too 
Will give the cause, forsooth ! You will insult. 
And claim a primacy in the divisions I 
You must be chief! As if you only had 
The powder to proje6l with, and the work 
Were not begun out of equality ? 
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The venture tripartite ! All things in common ; 
Without priority. 

Face. It is his fault; 160 

He ever murmurs, and objefts his pains; 
And says, the weight of all lies upon him. 

Sub, Why, so it does. 

DoL How does it ? Do not we 
Sustain our parts ? 

Sub, Yes, but they are not equal. 

Dol, Why, if your part exceed to-day, I hope 
Ours may to-morrow match it. 

Sub. Ay, they may. 

DoL May, murm'ring mastiff! Ay, and do. Death 
on me? 
Help me to throttle him. 

Svb, Dorothy, mistress Dorothy ! 
•Ods precious, V\\ do any thing. What do you mean? 

Dol. Because o* your fermentation and cibatian— — 

Sub, Not I, by Heaven — 

Dol. Your Sol and Luna help me. 

Sub, Would I werehang'd then. I '11 conform myself. 

Dol. Will you, sir ? Do so, then, and quickly : swear. 

Sub. What shall I swear ? 

Dol. To leave your faction, sir, 180 

And labour kindly in the common work. 

Sub, Let me not breathe, if I meant ought beside. 
I only us'd those speeches as a spur 
To him, 

Dol. I hope we need no spurs, sir. Do we ? 

Face. 'Slid, prove to day, who shall shark best. 

Digitized by Google 



SS THB ALCHYMiar. AB L 

Sub, Agreed. 

DoL Yes, and work close and friejidly. 

^ub. 'Slight, the knot 
Shall grow the stronger for this breach with mc. 

Dot. Why SQ, ray good baboons 1 Shall we go m^ke 
A sort of sober, scurvy, precise neighbours, 
(That scarge have smil'd twice sin' the king came in) 
A feast of laughter at our follies ? No, agree. 
And may Don Provost ride a feasting long, 
In his old velvet jerkin, 
(My noble sovereign, and worthy general) 
Ere we contribute a new crewel garter 
To his most worsted worship. 

Sub, Royal Dol 1 aoo 

Spoken like Claridiana and thyself. 

Face. For which, at supper, thou shalt sit in triumph, 
An(l npt be stiPd Dol Common, but Dol Proper, 
Dol Singular: " the longest cut, at night, 
«< Shall draw thee for his Dol particular." [One knocks. 

Sub, Who's tb^t? [Knocks,'] To the window. 
Pray Heav*n 
The master cjo'^ot trouble us this quarter. 

Face. Oh, fear not him. " While there dies one a 
week 
** O' the plague, he's ss^fe from thinking toiv^rd 

London. 
** Beside, he's busy at his hop-yards now : 
** I had a letter from him. If he do, 
<* He'll send such word, for airing o' the house, 
" As you shall have sufficient time to quit it : 
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<« Tho' wc break up a fortnight, 'tis no matter .•• 

Sni^ Who is it, Dol \ 

Dol, A fine young quodling. 

Face. Oh, 
My lawyer's clerk, I lighted on last night 
In Holborn at the Dagger. He would haytt %%• 
(I told you of him) a familiar^ 
To rifle with at horses, and win cups. 

DoL Oh, let him in. 

Fact. Get you 
Your robes on : I will meet him^ as going out. 

DoL And what shall I dof 

Fate* Not be seen. Away. 
Seem you very reserv'd* 

Sub. Enough. 

Face. God be with you. Sir* 
I pray you let him know that I was here. 
His name is Dapper. I would gladly have ttaidi but-*^ 

Enter Dapfer. 

Dap. Captain, I am here. 

Sub. Who's that ? 

Face. He's come, I think, do6lor. 
Good faith, sir, I was going away. 

Dap. In truth, 
I am very sorry, captain. 

Face. But I thought 
Sure I should meet you. 240 

Dap. Ay, I am very glad* 
I had a scurvy writ or two to Hiake, 
C ij 
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And I had lent my watch last night to one 

That dines to-day at the sheriff's, and so was robb'd 

Of my pass-time. Is this the cunning man ? 

Face, This is his worship. 

Dap. Is he a do6lor ? 

Face. Yes. 

Dap. And ha' you broke with him, captain ? 

Face. Ay. 

Dap, And how ? 

Face. Faith, he does make the matter, sir, so dainty, 
I know not what to say. 

Dap. Not so, good captain. 

Face. Would I were fairly rid on't, believe me. 

Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, sir. Why should 
you wish so ? 
I dare assure you, 1*11 not be ungrateful. 

** Face. 1 cannot think you will, sir. But the law 
** Is such a thing — And then he says. Read's matter 
** Falling so lately.— 260 

*< Dap. Read ! he was an ass, 
<* And dealt, sir, with a fool. 

Face, It was a clerk, sir. 

''Dap. A clerk! 

" Face. Nay, hear me, sir, you know the law 
" Better, I think— 

" Dap, I should, sir, and the danger. 
** You know, I shew*d the statute to you. 

** Face, You did so. 

«< Dap. And will I tell then? By this hand of flesh, 
** Would it might never write good court-hand more. 
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«« If I discorer. What do you think of me, 
" That I am a Chiause ? 

*^ Face, What»sthatJ 

" Ds^, The Turk was, hens*— - 
** As one would say, do you think I am a Turk ?" 

Faee. I'll tell the do€tor so. 

Dap. DO) good sweet captain. 

Face. Come, noble do6lor, pray thee let's prevail ; 
This is the gentleman, and he is ho Chiause. 280 

Sub. Captain, I have tttufn'd you all my answer. 
I would do much, sir, for your love— but this 
I neither may> nor can. 

Face. Tut, do not say so. 
You deal now with a noble fellow, doflor. 
One that will thank you richly, " aftd he's no Chiause.* 
Let that, sir, move yoiu 

Sub. Pray you, forbear. 

Face. He has 
Four angels here. 

Sub. You do me wrong> gDod sir. 

face^ Dof^or, whtreift ? To tempt you with these 
spirits! 

Sub. To tempt my art and love, sir^ to my peril. 
'Fore Heaven, I scarce can think you are my friend, 
That 8d would draw me to appai^nt danger. 

Face. I draw you I a horse draw you, and a halter. 
You and your flies together. 

Dap. May, good c^iptaitk 

Face. That kftow HO dife-eiioe of men. 

Sub. Good w^rds wr. 300 

C iij 
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Face, Good deeds, sir, do6lor Dogs-meat. 

Dap, Nay, dear captain, 
Use master do6lor with some more respcft. 

Face. Hang him, proud stag, with his broad velvet 
head. 
But for your sake, I'd choak, ere I would change 
An article of breath with such a puck-foist 
Come, let's be gone. 

Su6, Pray you, let me speak with you. 

Dap, His worship calls you, captain. 

Face, I SLvn sorry m 

I e'er embark*d myself in such a business. 

Dap, Nay, good sir, he did call you. 

Face, Will he take then ? 

Su6, First hear me — 

Face, Not a syllable, 'less you take. 

SuL Pray ye, sir— 

Face, Upon no terms, but an assumpsit. 

Su6, Your humour must be law. \^He takes money* 

Face, Why now, sir, talk. 
Now I dare hear you with mine honour. Speak. 3a© 
So may this gentleman too. 

Sub, Why, sir . 

Face, No whispering. 

Sub. 'Fore Heaven, you do not apprehend the loss 
You do yourself in this. 

Face, Wherein ? For what ? 

Sub. Marry, to be so importunate for one^ 
That, when he has it, will undo you alU 
He*ll win up all the money i' the town, 
(fit be set Aim, 
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^^ Fact, How! 

" Sub, Yes, and blow up gamester after gamester, 
** As they do crackers in a puppet-play. 
** If I do give him a familiar, 
** Give you him all you play for : never set him ; 
** For he will have it. 

** Fact, You are mistaken, doctor. 
** Why, he does ask one but for cups and horseb, 
** A rifling fly ; none o* your great familiars. 

** Dap, Yes, captain, I would have it for all games. 

" Suh, I told you so. 34 1 

*<*• Fact, 'Slight, that's a new business I 
** I understood you, a tame bird, to fly 
*< Twice in a terra, or so, on Friday nights, 
" When you had left the office, for a nag 
** Of forty or fifty shillings. 

*' Dap, Ay, *tis tnie, sir ; 
** But I do think now I shall leave the law, 
" And therefore 

" Fact, Why, this changes quite the case I 
" Do you think that I dare move him ? 

** Dap, If you please, sir; 
*« All's one to him, I see. 

«* Fact. What ! for that money ? 
** I cannot with my conscience r nor should you 
** Make the request, methinks. 

** Dap. No, sir, I mean 
" To add consideration. 

** Fact. Why then, sir, 
•« I'll try. Say that it were for all games, doi^or. 
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" Sub, I say then, nota mouth shall eat for him 
" At any ordinary, but o' the score, 
** This is a gaining month> conceive me. 

** Face. Indeed ! 

" Smh, He'll draw you all the treasure of the realm, 
" Ifitbesethim.»' 

Face. Speak you this from art ? 

SmB, Ay, sir, and reason too, the ground of art. 
He is o* the only best complexion 
The queen of fkiry loves. 

Face. What! is he! 

SuB. Peace. 
He'll over-hear you. Sir, should she but sec him«— 

Face. What ? 

Su6. Do not you tell him. 

Face. Will he win at cards too i 

Su6. He tutlif he zuiU^ 
« The spirits of dead Holland, living Isaac, 
" You'd swear, were in him ; such a vigorous luck 
« As cannot be resisted. 'Slight, he'll put 380 

« Six o* your gallants to a cloak indeed.** 

Face. Indeed^ a strange success that some men should 
be born to 1 

Sub. He hears you, man. 

Dap. Sir, I'll not be ungrateftil. 

Face. Faith, I have confidence in his good nature : 
You hear, he says he will not be ungrateful, 

$ub. Why, as you please j my venture follows yoUrs. 

Face. Troth, do it, doaor; think him trusty, and 
make him. 
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He may make us both happy in an hour; 

Win some five thousand pound, and send us two on't. 

Dap, Beheve it, and I will, sir. 

Face, And you shall, sir. 
You have heard all ? 

Dap, No, what was't ? Nothing, I, sir. 

Face. Nothing ? [Face takes him aside. 

Dap. A little, sir. 

Face, Well, a rare star 
Reign'd at your birth. 

Dap, At mine, sir! No, 

Face, The do^or 400 

Swears that you are 

Sui. Nay, captain, you'll tell all now. 

Face. Allied to the queen of Fairy. 

Dap. Who! that I am? 
Believe it, no such matter.— 

Face, Yes, and that 
You were born with a cawl o' your head. 

Dap, Who says so ? 

Face, Come, 
You know it well enough, tho' you dissemble it. 

Dap, I-fac, 1 do not ; you are mistaken. 

Face, How! 
Swear by your fac ! and in a thing so known 
Unto the do6lor I How shall we, sir, trust you 
1' th' matter ? Can we ever think. 
When you have won five or six thousand pound, 
You'll send us shares in*t, by this rate ? 

Dap. By Jove, sir, 
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I'll win ten thousand pounds and send you half. 
I-fiic's no oath» 420 

Su6, No, no, he did but jest. 

Face, Go to. Go thank the doctor. He?t your friend. 
To take it so. 

Dap. I thank his Worship. 

^ace. Jhj^ tAink that wUl do? No^no\ 
Give Aim another angel. 

Dap. Must I ? 

Face. Must you! 'Slight, 
What else is thanks ? Will you be trivial ? Do€h)f , 
When must he come for his familiar i 

Dap. Shall I not ha' it with me? 

Su5. Oh, good sir! 
There must be a world of ceremonies pass ; 
You must be bath'd and fumigated first; 
Besides, the queen of Fairy does not rise 
Till it be noon. 

Face. Not if she danc'd to-night. 

Su6. And she must bless it. 

Face. Did you never see 
Her royal grace yet } 440 

Dap. Whom? 

Face. Your aunt of Fairy. 

Su6. Not since she kiss'd him in the cradle, captain; 
I can resolve you that. 

Face. Well, see her grace. 
Whatever it cost you, lor a thing that I know. 
It will be somewhat hard to compass ; but, 
However, see her. You are made, believe it. 
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If you can see her. Her grace is a lone woinani 
And very rich ; ^nd if she take a phant'sy, 
§|if will do strange things. See her, at any hand* 
'Slid, §he may hap to leave you all she has I 
It is the do6lor's fear. 

Dap. How wilPt be done then } 

Face. Let me alone, take you no thought. Do you 
But say to me, captain, I'll see her grace. 

Dap. Captain, I'll see her grace* 

Face. Enough. 

Sub. Who's there ? [One knocki nnt&auf. 

Anon. Condu^l him forth by the back way.-^ 460 
Sir, against one o'clock prepare yourwlf 5 
Till when you must be fasting ; only take 
Three drops of vinegar in at your nose, 
Two at your niouth, and one at either ear; 
Then bathe your fingers' ends, aqd wash yoMr eyes, 
To sharpen your five senses, and cry hum 
Thrice^ and buz as often; and then come. 

Facf. Caq you remember this ? 

Dap. I warrant you. 

Face. Well, then, away. 'Tis but your bestQwing 
Spme twenty nobles 'mong her grace's servants. 
And put on a clean shirt ; you do not know 
What grace her grace may do you in clean linen. 

Dap. Hum — buz. [Exit* 

Face. Hum — buz. [Sixit 

Sub. Come in. 

Enter DEycQER* 

\JViihin.'] I will see the d9&or 
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Sub. Good wives, I pray you forbear me now : 

Troth, 1 can do you no good till afternoon. 

What is your name, say you ? Abel Druggerl i8o 

Drug. Yes, sir. 

Sub. A seller of tobacco ? 

Drug. Yes, sir. 

Sub. Umh. 
Free of the grocers ? 

Drug- YeSyVmfree of the grocers* 

Sub. Well 

Your business, Abel ? 

Drug. This an*t please your worships 
I am a young beginner, and am building 
Of a new shop, an't like your worship, just 
At corner of a street (here is the plot on't) ; 
And I would know, by art, sir, of your worship, 
Which way I should make my door, by necromancy. 
And where my shelves; and which should be for boxes; 
And which for pots. I would be glad to thrive, sir. 
And I was wishM to your worship by a gentleman. 
One captain Face, that says you know men's planets. 
And their good angels, and their bad. 

Sub. I do, 5Po 

If I do see them. 

Enter Face. 

Face. What! my honest Abel } 
Thou art well met here. 

Drug. Troth, sir, I was speaking 
Just as your worship came here, of your worship. 
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I pray you speak for me to master do6lor. 

Face. He shall do any thing. Do^or, do you hear \ 
This is my friend, Abel, an honest fellow : 
He lets me have good tobacco^ and he 
Does not sophisticate it. 

Drug. Noj I never sophisticate it. 

Face. Nor wrap it up in piss'd clouts. 

Drug. Ohf Jyefor shanuy captain. 

Face. He's a neat, spruce, honest fellow, and no 
goldsmith. 

Drug. No, I am no goldsmith. 

Sub. He*s a fortunate fellow, that I am sure on— 

Face. Already, sir, ha' you found it I Lo*thee, Abel I 

Sub, And in right way towards riches 

Face, Sir? 

Sub. This summer 520 

He will be of the clothing of his company. 
And next spring calPd to the scarlet, spend what he can. 

Face. What, and so little beard ? 

Sub. You must think. 
He may have a receipt to make hair come : 
But he'll be wise, preserve his youth, and fine for't; 
His fortune looks for him another way. 

Face. 'Slid, do6lor, how canst thou know this so soon ? 
I am amaz'd at that 1 

Sub. By a rule, captain. 
In metaposcopy, which I do work by ; 
A certain star i' the forehead, which you see not. 
Your chesnut, or your olive-colour*d face. 
Does never fail : and your long ear doth promise, 
D 
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And on the n^l c^ his mercurial fiogor* 

/ace. Whichfingri'slhat? 

5«^. His little finger. Look 
You were bom upon a Wednesday ) 

Drug. *< Yes, indeed, sir/' mu^ 10 i v^j. 540 

5»i. The thumb in Chiromancy, we give Venus ; 
The fore-finger, to Jove i the mids(, to Saturn ; 
The ring, to Sol ; the least, to Mercury^ 
Who was the lord, sir, of his Horoscope, 
His House of Life being libra | which foreshewM 
He should be a merchant, and should trade with ] 
balance. 

Face, Why this is strange ? Is*t not, honest Nab ? 

Drug. TeSf very strange. 

Sub, There is a ship now, coming from Ormut, 
That shall yield him such a commodity 
Of drug s Com kkkery Mei ; 

This is the west, and this is the south. 

Drug, Yes, sir. 

Su5. A.nd those are your two sides ) 

Drug. Ay, sir. 

Su6, Make me your doer then south ; your broad* 
side, west : 
And, on the east-side of your shop, aloft. 
Write Mathlai, Tarmael, and Baraborat : 
Upon the north-part, Rae!, Velel, Thiel. 
They are the name of those mercurial spirits, 560 
That do fright flies from boxes. 

Drug, Yes, sir. 

I 
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Sub. And 
B^tttath ytAXt thf«^lMki, bury roft ft lobdst<m< 
To draw in gallants, that wear spur^ ; thfc rest 
They'll ficeflatd follow. 

Face, That's a secret, Nab. 

^b^. And) oti your ^tall^ ft t>uppet, With a vice. 
And a court- fiicus to call dly -dailies 
You shall ^k)ftl Much with miA6rals> 

Drug. Sir, I have 
At home already. 

Sub. Ay, I know, you have^ Afsnike, 
Vitriol, Salt-tartre, Argale, Alkaly, 
Cinoper: I know all. This fellow, captain, 
Will come^ in time^ to be a great distiller, 
And give a say (I will not say dirc6tiy. 
But very fair) at the Philosopher's Stone. 

Face. Why, how now, Abel ! is this true ? 

Jhug. Goodcaptatn> j8o 

What must I give ? 

Face, Nay, I'll not counsel thee. 
Thou hear'st what wealth <he says spend what thou 

canst) 
Th'art like to come to. 

Drug. I would give him a crown. 

Face. A crown ! and towardi soch a fortune ? 
Heart, 
Thou shalt rather gt' him thy shop. No gold about 
thee? 

Drug. Yes, I have a Portague, I have kept this 
half y€ar> 

Dij 
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And I would fain keep it half a year longer. 

Face, Out on thee, Nab. 'Slight, there was such 
an ofFer, 
'Shalt keep *t no longer, FU gi' it him for thee. 

Drug. Will ye f 

Face. Do6lor, Nab prays your worship to drink 
this, and swears 
He will appear more grateful, as your skill 
Does raise him in the world. 

Drug. I would intreat 
Another favour of his worship. 

Face. What is*t, Nab \ 

Drug. But to look over, sir, my almanack. 
And cross out my ill days, that I may neither 600 
Bargain nor trust upon them. 

Face. That he shall. Nab. 
Leave it, it shall be done, *gainst afternoon. 

Sub. And a direflion for his shelves. 

Face. Now, Nab, 
Art thou well pleased. Nab ? 

Drug. Thank, sir, both your worships, 
I am a made man. [Exit* 

Face. Away. 
Why, now you smoaky prosecutor of nature ! 
Now do you see, that something's to be done. 
Beside your beech-coal, and your cor'sive waters, 
** Your crosslets, crucibles, and cucurbites ? 
<* You must have stuff, brought home to you, to 

work on ?" 
And yet, you think, I am at no expenc« 
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In searching out fhtx veins, then following thenii 
Then trying thetn out. *Fore God, my intelligence 
Costs roe more tnoney tlian my ahare oft comes to 
In these rare works« 
SuB. You are pleasant, sir.*-^How now ? 68o 

Enter DoL. 

Face, What says my dainty Dolkin i 

Dei, Yonder fish-wife 
Will not away. And there's your giantess, 
The bawd of Lambeth. 

5ii^. Heart, I cannot speak with them. 

Doi, Not afore night, I have told them, in a voice. 
Through the trunk, like one of your familiars. 
But I have spied sir Epicure Mammon. 

Su^ Where ? 

DoL Coming along, at far end of the lane. 
Slow of his feet, but earnest of his tongue. 
To one that's with him. 

SmB. Face, go you, and shift. 
Dol, you must presently make ready too 

Dol, Why, what's the matter ? 

Su6. Oh, I did look for him 
With the sun's rising : marvel, he could sleep ! 
This is the day 1 am to perfe£l for him 
The litagisteriumf our Great- Work, the Stone j 
And yield it, made into his hands ; of which, 640 
He has, this month, talk*d, as he were possessed, 
" And now he's dealing pieces on't away. 
*' Methinks I see him entering ordinaries, 
D iij 
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" Dispensing for the pox, and plaguy houses, 
** Reaching his dose, walking Moorfields for lepers, 
" Searching the spittal, to make old bawds young ; 
*« And the highways, for beggars to make rich : 
*< I see no end of my labours. He will make 
*' Nature asham'd of her long sleep ; when art, 
** Who's but a step dame, shall do more than she," 
He*s, in belief of chymistry, so bold. 
If his dream last, he'll turn the age to gold. Exeunt. 



' ACT 11. SCENE I. 

Mammon and Surly. 

Mammon* 
Come on, sir. Now you set your foot on shore 
In novo orbe ; here's the rich Peru : 
And there within, sir, are the golden mines, 
Great Solomon's Ophir ! He was sailing to't 
Three years, but we have reached it in ten months. 
This is the day, wherein, to all my friends, 
1 will pronounce the happy word. Be rich. 
This day you shall be speBatissimiy 
And hWe your punques, and punquetees, my Surly, 
And unto thee, I speak it first, Be rich. — Face, 
Where is my Subtle, there ? ^Within, ho! 

Face. \_lVithin.'] Sir, he'll come to you, by and by. 

Mam. That's his fire -drake. 
His lungs, his Zephirus, he that puffs his coals. 
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Till he firk Nature up in her own centre. 
You arc doubtful, sir. This night, 1*11 change 
All that is metal, in ray house, to gold. 
And, early in the morning, Will I send 
To all the plumbers, and the pewterers. 
And buy their tin, and lead up ; and to Lothbury, fto 
For all the copper. 
Sur. What, and turn that too ? 
Mam. Yes, and 1*11 purchase Devonshire and 
Cornwall, 
And make them pcrfefl Indies I you admire now ? 
Sur. No faith. 

Mam. But when you see the eflfeas of the great 
medicine. 
You will believe me. 
Sur. Yes, when I see*t, I will. 
Mam. Why? 
Do you think, I fable with you ? I assure you, 
He that has once the Flower of the Sun, 
The perfefl ruby, which we call Elixir, 
Not only can do that, but by its virtue. 
Can confer honour, love, respedl, long life. 
Give safety, valour, yea, and victory. 
To whom he will. In eight and twenty days, 
1*11 make an old man of fourscore a child. 
• Svr. No doubt, he*s that already. 

Mam. Nay, I mean. 
Restore his years, renew him, like an eagle, 40 

To the fifth age ; make him get sons and daughterSj 
Become stout Marses, and beget young Cupids* 
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Sur. The deCayM vfestak of Dfufy-Lane would 
thank you, 
That keep the fire ainrt there. 

Mam. *Tis the secret 
Of Nature, n^turiz'd 'gainst all infections, 
Cufes all diseases conling of all causes ; 
A month's grief in a day ; a year's in twelve : 
And of what age soever, in a month. 
Past all the doses of your drugging dolors. 
You're still incredulous. 

Sur. Faith t have a humour, 
I would not willingly be guU'd. Your Stone 
Cafiftot transmute me. 

Mam, Surly, 
Will you believe antiquity ? Records ? 
I'll shew you a book, where Moses, ahd his Sister, 
And Solomon, have written of the art ; 
Ay, and ^ treatise petm'd by Adam. 

Sur. How! ^ 

Mam. O' the Philosopher's Stone, aftd in High 

Dutch. 
Sur, Did Adam, write, sir, in High Dutch ? 
Mam, He did. 
Which proves it was the primitive tongue ? How now? 

Enter Facb. 
Do we succeed ; Is our day come ? and holds it? 
Face. The evening will set red upon you, sir : 
You have colour for it, crimson ; the red ferment 
Has done his office ; three hours hence| prepare you 
To see projection. 
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Maw. My Surly, 
Again, I say to thee, aloud, Be rich; 
This day, thou shalt have ingots ; and, to-morrow, 
Give lords th' affront. Is it, my Zephinis, right \ 
Blushes the bolt's-head ? 

^aci?.. Like a wench with child, sir. 
That were, but now, discovered to her master. 

^am. Excellent witty, Lungs I My only care is, 
Where to get stuff enough now, to projcdl on. 
This town will not half serve me. 

f(ux. No, sir ? Buy 80 

The covering off o' churches. 

Afo«. That's true. 

face. Yes, 
I^t them stand bare, as do their auditory j 
Or cap them new with shingles. 

^m. No, good thatch : 
Thatch will lie light upon the rafters. Lungs. 
Lungs, I will manumit thee from the furnace; 
i will restore thee thy complexion, Puife, 
Lost ip the embers ; and repair this brain. 
Hurt wi' the fume o' the metals. 

Fact, I have blown, sir. 
Hard for your worship ; these blear'd eyes 
Have wak'd, to read your several colours, sir ; 
Of th^ pale citron, the green lion, the crow, 
The peacock's tail, the plumed swan. 

Mam, And lastly. 
Thou hast descry'd the flower. 

Face. Yes, sir. 
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Mam, Where's master ? xoo 

Face. At his jMiayci-s, sir : he, 
Good iMn, he*s doh^ hSft dtVdtidtift, 
For the suteesn. 

Mam, Lungs, I will set a peHdd 
To all thy laboufii : ihdta shalt be thfe UMiSt^r 
Of my Se^agl!^. 

/lt(^. Good> '«kir. 

<< Atoiv Hut d6 )it>a h^ar ! 
<« I'll geld you, Lung*. 

<« Face, Yes," sir. 

Mam, For I do mean 
To have a list of wives and concubif)^, 
Equal with Solomon, who had the Stone 
Alike with Hit : " knd I Will mafte me a back 
" With the Elixir, that Shall ht as tough 
*« As Hercules, to encounter fifty a hight.'* 
Th'art sut^ thou Siw'st itj bloods 

Face, Both bldod &nd spirit, sir. 

Mam, I Will have all my b^s bk>wn \xp\ ho% 
stufPd; 
Down is too hard. kto 

(Is it arriv'd at ruby?) Where I Spy 

A wealthy citizen, of a rich lawyer, 

Have a sublim'd pufe wife, unto that ftUow 

ril send a thousand pounds, to be my cudcold. 

Face, And shatt I ciirry it f 

Mam, No, 1*11 have no bawds. 
But fathers and mothers. They will do k best, 
Best of all others. And my flatterers 
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Shall be the pure, and gravest of 4ivines 
That I can get for n^oney. My Vit^i fopls. 
Eloquent burgesses. 

We will be brave, PufF?, naw we have the nacd'cine. 
My meat shall ajl come in, in Indian shells. 
Dishes of agate set in gold, and studded 
With emeralds, saphirs, hyacinths, and nibies. 
My foot-boy shall eat pheasants, calver'd salmons, 
Knots, godwits, lampreys : I inyself wi)l have 
The beards of barbels serv'd instead of sallads ; 
Wd mushrooms, " and the swelling unftuous pjips 
•* Of a fat pregnant sow, newly cut off," J40 

Dress'd with an exquisite and poignant sauce ; 
For which, I'll say unto my cook, there's gold. 
Go forth, and be a knight. 

Face. Sir, V\\ go look 
A little, how it l^ighteos. {Isfit, 

Mam. Do. My shirts 
l')l have of taffat^-farin^t, $9ft and ligfit 
As <:o|>-we|)$9 an4 for all iny other raimenfi 
It shall be such as might provoke the Persia, 
Were he to teach |he woHd ri^t ^Of w« 
My gloves of fishes and bird^-^AS* perfum'd 
With gums of Paradise, and e^ter-P air 1 1 t 1 ■ 

Sur. And ^Q you think to hav^ the Stone with this ? 

Mam. No, I do thi^k t* hav« all this wi^h the Stone. 

Sur. Why, i have heard, he inust be hmmt/rugi^ 
A pious, holy, and reiigimu man, 
One free from mortal sin, a very virgin. 

Mam. That makes ir, ^r, he is so. But I buy it. 
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My venture brings it me. He, honest wretch, 
A notable, superstitious good soul, i6o 

Has worn bis knees bare, and his slippers bald. 
With prayer and fasting for it ; and, sir, let him 
Do it alone, for me, still. Here he comes. 
Not a prophane word, afore him : 'tis poison. 

Enter Subtle. 
Good-morrow, father. 

Sub, Gentle son, good -morrow. 
And to your friend there. What is he is with you > 

Mam. An heretic that I did bring along, 
In hope, sir, to convert him. 

Sub. Son, I doubt 
Yo'are covetous, that thus you meet your time 
I* the just point : prevent your day, at morning. 
This argues something, worthy of a fear 
Of importune, and carnal appetite ; 
Take heed, you do not cause the blessing leave you, 
With your ungoverned ha^te. I should be sorry 
To see my labours, now e'en at perfeftion. 
Got by long watching, and large patience, 
Not prosper, where my love and zeal hath placed thera. 
Which in all my ends, i8o 

Have look'd no way , but unto public good. 
To pious uses, and dear charity, 
Now grown a prodigy with men. Wherein 
If you, my son, should now prevaricate. 
And, to your own particular lusts, employ 
So great and catholic a bliss, be sure. 
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A curse will follow, yea, and overtake 
Your subtle, and most secret ways. 

Mam, I know, tir. 
You shall not need to fear me. I but come. 
To have you to confute this gentleman. 

Sur. Who is. 
Indeed, sir, somewhat costive of belief 
Toward your Stone ; would not be guU*d. 

Sub. Well, son. 
All that I can convince him in, is this : 
The work is done ; bright Sol is in his robe. 
We have a medicine of the triple soul. 
Thanks be to Heaven, 
And make us worthy of it. Ulen Spigel! too 

Face, {WithinJ] Anon, sir. 

Sub, Look well to the register. 
And let your heat still lessen by degrees. 
To the Aludels. 

" Face. Yes, sir. 

** Sub. Did you look 
" O'the Bolt's head yet ? 

" Face. Which, on D, sir ? 

''Sub. Ay. 
** What's the complexion ? 

" Face. Whitish. 

" Sidf. Infuse vinegar 
" To draw his volatile substance, and his tindUire; 
" And let the water in glass E, be filtered, 
" And put into the Gripe's ^gg."*^ Lute him well ; 
And leave him clos'd in balneo ; 
E 
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And bring me the complexion of glass B, 

Face. I will, sir. \Exit Face. 

5ttr. What a brave language here is! next to 
canting I 

Sub. I have another work, you never saw, son, 220 
That three days since pass'd the philosopher's wheel. 
In the lent heat of Athanor ; and is become 
Sulphur of Nature. 

Mam, But 'tis for me \ 

Su6. What need you ? 
You have enough, in that is perfect. 

Mam. Oh, but-^— 

Su6. Why, this is covetous I 

Mam. No, I assure you, 
I shall employ it all in pious uses. 
Founding of colleges and grammar schools, 
Marrying young virgins, building hospitals. 
And now and then a church. 

£nter¥AQ»* 

*' Suh. How now ? 

" Face. Sir, please you, 
« Shall I not change the feltref 

" Suh. Marry, yes, 
« And bring me the complexion of glass B. [£jfi^ Face* 

<« Mam. Have you another ? 

<« Su6. Yes, son, were I assur'd 440 

« Your piety were firm, we would not want 
<* The means to glorify it. But I hope the best : 
<* I mean to tinfl C in sand-heat to-morrow, 
«♦ And give him imbition. 
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*« Mam, Of white oil? 

" Sub. No, sir, of red. F is come over the helm too, 
** In St. Mary's Bath, and shews lac virginis, 
" I sent you of his fatces there calcined. 
" Out of that calx, I have won the salt of mercury. 

" Mam, By pouring on your reftified water ?" 

Sub, " Yes, and reverberating in Athanor.** 
How now ? What colour says it \ 

Enter Face» 

Face, The ground black, sir, 

Man, That's your crow's head ? 

Sur, Your cocks-comb's, is't not ? 

Sub, N0| 'tis not perfe6l, would it were the crow. 
That work wants something. 

Sur, Oh, I look'd for this. 
The hay's a pitching. 

Sub, Are you sure you loosed them %6o 

In their own menstrue ? 

Face, Yes, sir, and then married them. 
And put them in a bolt's head, nipp'd to digestion, 
According as you bade me, when I set 
The liquor of Mars to circulation, 
In the same heat. 

Sub, The process then was right. 

Face, Yes, by the token, sir, the retort brake, 
And what was sav'd was put into the pellicane. 
And signed with Hermes' seal. 

Sub, 1 think 'twas so. 
We should have a new amalgama. 
Eij 
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Sur. Oh, this ferret 
Is rank as any pole-cat. 

Sub» But I care not. 
Let him e'en die ; " we have enough beside, 
" In embrion, H has his white shirt on ? 

" Face* Yes, sir. 
•* He's ripe for inceraiion : he stands warm 
** In his ash fire." I would not, you should let 280 
Any die now, if I might counsel, sir, 
For luck's sake to the rest. It is not good. 

Mam. He says right. 

Sur, Ay, are you bolted ? 

Face, Nay, I know't, sir, 
I have seen th' ill fortune. What is some three 

ounces 
Of fresh materials ? 

Mam, Is't no more. 

Face, No more, sir. 
Of gold, VamaigaTiUf with some six of mercury. 

Mam, Away, here's money. What will serve i 

Face, Ask him, sir. 

Mam. How much ? 

Su6, Give him nine pounds : you may give him ten. 

Sur, Yes. Twenty, and be cozened, do. 

Mam, There 'tis. 

Su6, This needs not. But that you will have it so, 
To see conclusions of all, " for two 
" O' four inferior works are at fixation. 
** A third is in ascension." Go your ways. 300 

Have you set the oil of Luna in Kemia ? 
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Face, Yes, sir. 

Svh. And the philosopher's vinegar ? 

Face. Ay. [Exit. 

Sur. We shall have a sallad. 

Mam. When do you make proje6lion ? 

Su5. Son, be not hasty» 1 exalt our mcd'cine, 
By hanging him in 6aineo vaporoso^ 
And giving him solution, then congeal him, 
And then dissolve him, then again congeal him : 
For look, how oft I iterate the work, 
So many times I add unto his virtue* 
Get you your stuff here against afternoon. 
Your brass, your pewter, and your andirons. 

Mam, Not those of iron ? 

Sub, Yes you may bring them too* 
We'll change all metals'. 

Sur. I believe you in that. 

Mam, Then I may send my spits I 

Sub, Yes, and your racks. ©20 

Sur, And dripping-pans, and pot-hangers, and 
hooks 
Shall he not ? 

Sub, If he please* 

Sur, To be an ass* 

Sub. How, sir I 

Mam, This gent'man you must bear witlial ! 
I told you, he had no faith. 

Sur. And little hope, sir; 
But much less charity ^r should I gull myself. 

Sub. Why, what have you observed sir^ in our aft, 
E iij 
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Seems so impossible ? 

Sur. But your whole work, no more. 
That you should hatch gold in a furnace, sir, 
As they do eggs in Egypt ! 

Su6, Sir, do you 
Believe that eggs are hatched so ? 

Sur, If I should ? 

Sulf. Why I think that the greater miracle, 
No egg but differs from a chicken more 
Than metals in themselves. 340 

Sur. That cannot be. 
The egg's ordainM by Nature to that end, 
And is a chicken in ^0/^1^. 

Sub. The same we say of lead, and other metak, | 
Which would be gold, if they had time, "^^ 

Mam. And thai 
0\ir art doth further. 

Sulf. Ay, for Hwerc abiurd 
To think that nature in the «rlJ» br<d golrf 
Perfea i' the instant. SoroctJui^g W<ai Ij^tfort 
There must be re-niote mailer, 

Sur. Ay, what is that I 

Sni, Marrv 
God's prec 

Let me 
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Su6. You very knave I Do you use me thus ? 

Face. Wherein, sir } 

Su6, Go in, and see, you traitor. Go, [Exit Face. 

Mam. Who is it, sir ? 360 

Su&. Nothing, sir. Nothing. 

Mam, What's the matter, good sir ? 
I have not seen you thus distemper'd ? Who ist ? 

Su5, All arts have still had, sir, their adversaries ; 
But ours the most ignorant. What now } [Face returns. 

Face. 'Twas not my fault, sir ; she would speak 
with you. 

Sub. Would she, sir ? Follow me. [Exit Sub. 

Mam. Stay, Lungs. 

Face, I dare not, sir. 

Mam, How ! Pray thee stay. 

Face. She*s mad, sir, and sent hither— 

Mam. Stay, man, what is she ? 

Face. A lord's sister, sir. 
He'll be mad too. 

Mam. I warrant thee. 
Why sent hither ? 

Face. Sir, to be cur*d. 

Sur. Why rascal ? 

Face. Lo you. Here, sir, [He goes out. 

Mam. ' Fore heaven, a bradamante^ a brave piece, 381 

5«r. Heart, this is a bawdy house I I'll be burnt else. 

Mam. Oh, by this light, no do not wrong him. He's 
Too scrupulous that way. It is his vice. 
No, he's a rare physician, do him right. 
An excellent Paracelsian, and has done 
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Strange cure with mineral physick. He deals all 
With spirits^ he. He will not hear a word 
Of Galen or his tedious recipes. 

Enter Face. 

How now, Lungs ! 

Face. Softly, sir, speak softly. I meant 
To have told your worship all. This must not hear. 

Mam. No, he will not be gullM : let him alone. 

Face. Y'are very right, sir, she is a most rare scholar. 
And is gone mad with studying Broughton's works. 
If you but name a word touching the Hebrew, 
She falls into her fit, and will discourse 
So learnedly of genealogies. 
As you would run mad too, to hear her, sir. 

Mam, How might one do t'have conference with 
her. Lungs ? 400 

Face, Oh, divers have run mad upon the conference. 
I do not know, sir : I am sent in haste. 
To fetch a viol. [£«iV. 

Sur, Be not gulPd, sir Mammon. 

Mam, Wherein ? Pray ye, be patient. 

Sur, Yes, as you are. 
And trust confederate knaves, and bawds, and whores. 

Mam, You are too foul, believe it. 

Enter Face. 

Come here, UUn, one word. 
Face, I dare not, in good faith. 
Mam, Stay, knave. 
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Face, He is extreme angry that you saw her, sir. 

Mam, Drink that. {Gives him mon^.'] What is she 
when she's out of her fit. 

Face, Oh, the most affablest creature, sir, so merry ! 
So pleasant 1 she'll mount you up, like quick- silyer. 
Over the helm ; and circulate, like oil, 
A very vegetal : discourse of state. 
Of mathematics, bawdry, any thing—— 

Mam, Is she no ways accessible \ No means, 

No trick to give a man a taste of her ^wit— - 420 

Or so? 

\$ub, loithin.'] UUn, 

Face, I'll come to you again, sir, [^Exit 

Mam. Surly, I did not think one of your breeding 
Would traduce persdnages of worth. 

Sur, Sir Epicure, 
Your friend to use : yet, still loth to be guU'd. 
I do not like your philosophical bawds. 
Their Stone is enough to pay for, - 
Without this bait. 

Mam, 'Heart, you abuse yourself. 
X know the lady, and her friends, and means, 
The original of this disaster. Her brother. 
Has told me all. 

Sur, And yet you never saw her 
Till now ? 

Mam, Oh, yes I but I forgot : I have, believe it, 
One of the treacherousest memories, I do think. 
Of all mankind. 

Sur, What call you her brother ? 440 
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Mam. My Lord- 
He will not have his name known, now I think on't, 

SuT. A very treacherous memory ! 

Mam. O' my faith! 

Sur. Tuty if you ha' it not about you, pass it. 
Till we meet next. 

Mam. Nay, by this hand^ 'tis true : 
He's one I honour, and my noble friend. 
And I respect his house. 

Sur. Heart I can it be, 
That a grave sir, a rich, that has no need, 
A wise sir, too, at other times, should thus. 
With his own oaths and arguments, make hard means 
To gull himself; " An this be your elixir, 
<* Your lapis mineralisy and your lunary, 
*' Give me your honest trick yet at primer o ; 
" I'll have gold before you, 
<* And with less danger of the][quick-silver, 
<« Or the hot sulphur." 

Enter Face. 

Face. Here's one from captain Face, sir, [7a Surly. 
Desires you to meet him i' the Temple Church, 461 
Some half hour hence, and upon earnest business. 
Sir, if you please to quit us now, and come 

[^He whispers Mammon. 
Again within two hours, you shall have 
My master busy examining o*the works ; 
And I will steal you in unto the party. 
That you may see her converse. Sir, shall I say 
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You'll meet the captain's worship ? 

Sur. Sir, I will. [Exit Face. 

Now, I am sure it is a bawdy-house ; 
<« I'll swear it, were the marshal hereto thank me 5" 
The naming this commander doth confirm it. 
Don Face ! why 'tis the most authentic dealer 
I* these commodities — ^The superintendant 
To all the quainter traffickers in town. 
Him will I prove, by a third person, to find 
The subtleties of this dark labyrinth ; 
Which, if I do discover, dear sir Mammon, 
You'll give your poor friend leave, though no phi- 
losopher. 
To laugh ; for you that are, 'tis thought, shall weep. 480 

Enter Facb. 

Face. Sir, he does pray, you'll not forget. 

Sur. I will not, sir. 
Sir Epicure, I shall leave you. [£xi/. 

Mam, I follow you, straight. 

Face, But do so, good sir, to avoid suspicion : 
This gent'man has a parlous head. 

Mam. But wilt thou, Ulen, 
Be constant to thy promise ? 

Face. As my life, sir. 

Mam. And wilt thou insinuate what I am, and 
praise me. 
And say I am a noble fellow ? 

Face, Oh, what else, sir ? 
And that you'll make her royal, with the Stone, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



5» THE ALCHYMIST. AQ IL 

An empress, and yourself King of Baotanu 

JMam. Wilt thou do this ^ 

Fact. Willi, sir! 

Mam. Lungs, my Lungs I 
I love thee. 

Face, Seod your stuff, sir, that my master 
May busy himself about proje6tion. 500 

Mam, Th' hast witch'd me, rogue ! Take, go. 

Fact. Your jack and all, sir. 

Mam. Thou art a villain — I will send my jack. 
And the weights too. ** Slave I could bite thine ear.'* 
Away ; thou dost not care for me. 

Fact. Not I, sir. 

Mam. Come, I was born to make thee, my good 
weasel ; 
Set thee on a bench, and ha* thee twirl a chain 
With the best lord's vermin of them all. 

Fact. Away, sir. 

Mam. A count, nay, a count-palatine—— 

Fact. Good sir, go. 

Mam. Shall not advance thee better; no, nor faster. 

{Exit Mam. 

Frutr Subtle and DoL. 

Sub. Has he bit ? Has he bit ? 

Fact. And swallow'd too, my Subtle. 
I ha' given him line, and now he plays, i'faith. 

Svby And shall we twitch him \ 

Fact. Thorough both the gills. 
A wench is a rare bait, «« with which a man 



I 
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<< No sooner*s takien, but he straight firks nuuL 520 

Su6, Dol, my Lord What'shum's sister, you must now 
Bear yourself statelich. 

Dol, Ohy let me alone. 
I'll not forget my race, I warrant you. 
I'll keep my distance, laugh, and talk aloud : 
Have all the tricks of a proud scurvy lady. 
And be as rude as her woman. 

Face* Well said. Sanguine, 

SuL But will he send his andirons ? 

face. His jack too ; 
And's iron shoelng-horn ; I ha' spoken to him. Well, 
I must not lose my wary gamester, yonder. 

Sub. Oh, monsieur Caution, that will not be gull'd ? 

Face. Ay ; if I can strike a fine hook into him, now. 
The Temple Church, there I have cast mine angle. 
Well, pray for me ; I'll about it. lOne knocks. 

SuS. What more gudgeons ? 
Dol, scout, scout ? stay. Face, you must go to the 
door. lExzt Face. 

Pray Heaven it be my Anabaptist. Who is't, Dol } 

Dol. I know him not. He looks like an end of gold 
and silver- man, 540 

Su6. God's- so ! 'tis he ; he said he would send 
What call you him ? 
The san^ified elder, that should deal 
For Mammon's jack and andirons — Let him in . Stay, 

And help me off with my gown Away, 

Madam, to your withdrawing chamber. Now, 

[Exit DoL 
F 
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Tn a new tune, new gesture, but old language. 
This fellow is sent from one negociates with me 
About the stone too ; for the holy brethren 
" Of Amsterdam, the exil*d saints, that hope 
<* To raise their discipline by it." I must use him 
*« In some strange fashion now, to make him admire 
me.'* 

Enter Face and Ananias. 
Where is my drudge ? 
Fact, Sir. 

Sub, Take away the recipient. 
And redify your menstrue from the phlegma. 
Then pour it o' the sol, in the cucurbite, 
And let them macerate together. 

Face, Yes, sir ; 
And save the ground? ffi^ 

Sub, No ; terra damnata 
Must not have entrance in the work. [^Exit Face. 
Who are you ? [To Ananias, 

Ana, A faithful brother, if it please you. 
Sub, What's that ? 
" A LuUianist, a Ripley, Jilius artis f 
<< Can you sublime and dulcify ? Calcine ? 
" Know you the sapor pontic? Sapor styptic?** 
Or what is homogene, or helerogene \ 
Ana, I understand no Heathen language, truly. 
Sub, Heathen, you knipper-doling 1 Is ars sacra^ 
** Or chrysopeia^ or spagyrica^ 

" Or the pamphysick or panarchick knowledge," . 
A Heathen language ? 
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Ana» Heathen Greek, I take it. 

58^. Howl Heathen Greek? 

Ana. All's Heathen but the Hebrew. 

Enter TkC^, 

Sub. Sirrah, my variety stand you forth, and speak 
to him 
Xike a philosopher : answer i' the language. 
Name the vexations, and the martyrizations 580 
Of metals in the work. 

Face, Sir, putrefattion. 
Solution, ablution, sublimation, 
Cohobation, calcination, ceration, and 
Fixation. 

" Sub, This is Heathen Greek to\ou now. 
" And whence comes vivification ? 

" Face, After mortification. 

" Su6, What's cohobation ? 

" Face, 'Tis the pouring on 
" Your aqua regis^ and then drawing him ofF, 
" To the trine circle of the seven spheres. 

" Sub. What's the proper passion of metals ? 

" Faee, Malleation. 

" Sub, What's your ultimum supplicium auri: 

^* Face, Antimonium. 

" Sub, This is Heathen Greek to you. And what's 
your mercury ? 

" Face, A very fugitive; he will begone, sir. 

" Sub. How know you him ? 
Fij 
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<* Face: By his viscosity, 600 

<< His oleosity, and his suscitability. 

** Sub. How do you sublime him ? 

«« Face. With the calcc of egg-shells. 
<' White marble, talc. 

" Sub. Your magistertum, now ? 
" What's that? 

" Face. Shifting, sir, your elements, 
<* Dry into cold, cold into moist^ moist into hot, hot 
into dry." 

Jna. Oh, Oh ? 

Su6. This is Heathen Greek to you still. What is 
Your lapis philosopkicus ? 

Face. 'Tis a stone, and not 
A stone ; a spirit^ a soul, and a body ; 
Which if you dissolve, it is dissolved ; 
If you coagulate, it is coagulated ; 
If you make it to fly, it flieth. 

Sub. Enough. [Exit Face. 

This is Heathen Greek to you 

What are you, sir ? 

Ana. Please you, a servant of the exiPd brethren. 
That deal with widows' and with orphans' goods, 621 
And make a just account unto the saints; 
A deacon. 

Sub. Oh, you are sent from master Wholsome, 
Your teacher ? 

Ana. From Tribulation Wholesome, 
Our very zealous pastor. 

Sub. Good. I have 
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Some orphans' goods to come here. 

Ana. Of what kind, sir ? 

Sub, Pewter and brass, andirons and kitchen-ware | 
Metals that we must use our med'cine on ; 
Wherein the brethrei^may have a penn'orth. 
For ready money, 

" Ana. Were the orphans' parents 
" Sincere professors ? 

" SuB. Why do you ask ? 

** Ana. Because 
" We then are to deal justly, and give, in truth, 
" Their utmost value. 6^0 

" Sud. 'Slid, you'd cozen else, 
" An if their parents were not of the faithful, 
" I will not trust you, now I think on't, 
" Till I ha' talk'd with your pastor." Ha' you brought 

money 
To buy more coals ? 

Anna. No, surely. 

SuL Nol How so? 

Ana. The brethren bid me say unto you, sir. 
Surely, they will not venture any more. 
Till they may see proje^ion. 

Su6. How! 

Ana. You have had 
For the instruments, as bricks, and loam, and glasses, 
Already thirty pounds ; and for materials. 
They say, some ninety morei and they have heard since, 
That one at Heidelberg made it of an egg. 
And a small paper of pin-dust. 
F ii 
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Sub. What's your name ? 

Ana. My name is Ananias. 

Sub. Out, the varlet 660 

That cozcn'd the aposttes f Hence, away. 
Flee, mischief I Had your ho)]^consbtory 
No name to send me of another sound 
Than wicked Ananias ? Send your elders 
Hither, to make atonement for you, quickly. 
And gi' me satisfa6tion ; or out goes 
The fire, and down th' alembicks, and the furnace, 
•< Piger Henricus, or what not. Thou wretch, 
** Both Sericon and Bufo shall be lost, 
«' Tell 'em. All hope of rooting out the bishops, 
<* Or th* antichristian hierarchy, shall perish," 
If they stay threescore minutes. The aqueity, 
Terreity, and sulphurcky. 
Shall run together again, and all be annulPd, 
Thou wicked Ananias. [£«Kf Ananias. 

This will fetch 'em, 

And make 'em haste towards their gulling more. 
A man must deal like a rough mirse, and fright 
Those that are froward to an appetite. 

Enter Face and Drugger. 
Face. He's busy with his spirits; but we'll upon him. 
Drug. Where art they f 681 

Face. Hush I 

Sub. How now? Whatmate8,whatbaiardsha'wehere? 
Face. 1 t(^d you he would be furious. Sir, here's Nab, 
Has brought y' another piece of gold to look oiu 

Digitized by VjOOgie 



A3 //• THE ALCHTMIST. 59 

(We must appease him. Give it mc) and prays you, 
You would devise — What is it. Nab ? 

Drug, A sign, sir. 

Face, Ay, a good lucky one ; a thriving sign, do£lor. 

Sulf. I was devising now. 

Face, 'Slight, do not say so 5 
He will repent he gave you any more. [Aside to Sub. 
What say you to his constellation, doctor? 
The Balance ? 

Sub, No, that way is stale and common. 
A townsman bom in Taurus, gives the bull. 
Or the bull's head ; in Aries, the ram j 
A poor device. Come kitker, Abel, 
No, I will have his name 

Form'd in some mystic character, whose radiif 700 
Striking the senses of the passers by, 
ShalJ, by a virtual influence, breed affeftions, 
That may result upon the party owns it : 
As thuS" 

Drug. / don't understand it. 

Face. Nab! 

Sub, He shall have a bell, that's Abel. 

Drug. And so it is. 

Sub, And by it standing one whose name is Dee, 
In a rug gown; there's D, and rug, that's Drug j 
And right anenst him a dog snarling er ; 
There s Drugger, Abel Drugger. 

Drug. My name I 

Sub, That's his sign. 
And here's now mystery and hieroglyphic I 
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Face. Abel, thou art tnade* 

Drug^ I do thank his worship. 

Fact, Six o' thy legs more will not do it, Nab. 
What'st got there, Nab ? 

Drug. A pipe of tobacco. 720 

Face. A pipe of tobacco ! Give it me. 
He has brought you a pipe of tobacco, do6lor. 

Drvg. Yes, sir — Captain Face, captain Face, your 
worship. 

Face. What dost say, Nab ? 

Drug. 1 have another thing I would impart 

Face. Out with it. Nab. 

Drug. Sir, there is lodg*d hard by me, 
A rich young widow 

Face. Good ; a 6<ma roba ! 

Drug. But nineteen at the most. 

Fact. Very good, Abel. 

Drug. Marry, she's not in fashion yet \ she wears 
A hood ; but 't stands acop. 

Face, No matter, Abel. 

Drug. And I do now and then give her zfucus^-^-^ 

Face, What I dost deal. Nab ? 

Sub, I did tell you, captain. 

Drug, And physic too, sometimes, sir ; for which 
she trusts me 
With all her mind. She's come up here of purpose 
To learn the fashion. 740 

Face, Good j on. Nab. 

Drug, And she does strangely long to know her 
fortune. 
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Fact, God'slid, Nab, send her to the doctor hither. 

Drug, Yes, I have spoken to her of his worship 
already : 
But she's afraid it will be blown abroad^ 
And hurt her marriage. 

Fact, Hurt it! *Tis the way 
To heal it, if 'twere hurt ; to make it more 
Follow 'd and sought. Nab, thou shalt tell her this : 
She'll be more known, more talk'd of; and your widows 
Are ne'er of any price till they be famous, 
Their honour is the multitude of suitors. 
Send her, it may be thy good fortune. What, 
Thou dost not know ? 

Drug, No, sir, ^le'lt never marry 
Under a knight. Her brother has made a tow. 

Fact, What, and dost thou despair, my little Nab, 
Knowing what the do6^or has set down for thee. 
And seeing so many of the city dubb'd \ 
" One glass o' thy water, with a madam, I know 760 
« Will have it done," Nab. What's her brother ? A 
knight \ 

Drug, No, sir, a gentleman, newly warm in his land, 
sir. 
Scarce cold in his one-and-twenty, that does govern 
His sister here, and is a man himself 
Of some three thousand a year, and is come up 
To learn to quarrel, and to live by his wits. 
And will go down again, and die i' the country. 
When ht carCilivt any longtr htrt. 

Fact* How 1 to quarrel ? 
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Drvg. Yes, sir, to carry quarrels, 
As gallants do ; to manage them by line. 

Face* *Slid, Nab, the dodlor is the only man 
In Christendom for him. 

Drug. Is he? 

Face, He has made a table, 
With mathematical demonstrations, 
Touching the art of quarrels. 

Drug. Has he? 

Face, He will give him 
An instrument to quarrel by. 780 

Drug. Will he? 

Face, Go, bring 'em both. 
Him and his sister. And for thee, with her 
The do6tor haply may persuade. Go to. 
Slia*t give his worship a new damask suit 
Upon the premises. 

Sub. Oh, good captain—^ 

Face, He shall : 

He is the honestest fellow, do6lor Stay not ; 

No offers ; bring the damask and the parties. 

Drvg. I'll try my power, sir. 

Face And thy will, too, Nab. 

Sa3. *Tis good tobacco, this. What is't a pound ? 

Drug. P II sell your worship a hogshead of it. 

Face, He'll send you a hogshead, dodtor. 

[Abel runs out^ and Face brings him back. 

Sub. Oh, no I 

Face. He will do't : 
It is thegoodest soul Abel, about it. 
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Thou shalt know more anon. Away, begone. 

Drug, I'll give him a pound. I'll give him two 

pound. [Exit, 

Face, A miserable rogue, and lives with cheese, Sot 
And has the worms. That was the cause, indeed. 
Why he came now. He dealt with me in private. 
To get a med'cine for them. 

Sub, And shall, sir. This works. 

Face. A wife, a wife for one of us, my dear Subtle : 
We'll e'en draw lots, " and he that fails shall have 
<* The more in goods, the other has in tail." 
But Dol must ha' no breath on*t. 

Sub, Mum. 
Away you to your Surly, yonder; catch him. 

Face, Pray Heaven, I ha' not staid too long. 

Sub. I fear it. {Exeunt. 



ACT 111. SCENE L 

Enter Tribulation and Ananias. 

Tribulation, 
These chastisements are common to the saints; 
And such rebukes we of the separation 
Must bear with willing shoulders, as the trials 
Sent forth to tempt our frailties. 

Ajia, In pure zeal, 
I do not like the man. He is a Heathen, 
And speaks the language of Canaan, truly. 

Tnb, 1 think him a prophane person, indeed. 
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** Ana, He bears 
*< The visible mark of the beast in his forehead, 
<^ And for his stone, it is the work of darkness, 
'' And with philosophy blinds the eyes of man* 

*< Trih. Good brother, we must bend unto all means 
*< That may give furtherance to the holy cause. 

*< Ana,, Which his cannot : the sanctified cause 
<< Should have a sanClified course. 

<• TriL Not always necessary : 
" The children of perdition are oft-timea 
*< Made instruments even of the greatest works. 
<< Beside we should give somewhat to roan's nature, 
** The place he lives in, still about the fire, 21 

*< And fumes of metals, that intoxicate 
'* The brain of man, and make him prone to passion. 
<* Where have you greater atheists than your cooks \ 
^< Or more profane, or choleric, than your glassmeu \ 
«< More antichristian than your bell -founders ? 
<< What makes the devil so devilish, I would ask you, 
« Satan, our common enemy, but his being 
** Perpetually about the fire, and boiling 
<< Brimstone and arsenick ^ 
<< You did ill to upbraid him 

« With thebrethrens'blessingofHeidelberg, weighing 
<< What need we have to hasten on the work, 
<« For the restoring of the silenc'd saints, 
" Which ne'er will be, but by the philosopher's stone; 
" And so a learned elder, one of Scotland, 
** Assured me. 

" Ana, 1 have not edified more, truly^ by man. 
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*< Not since the beautiful light first shone on me^ 
" And I am sad my zeal hath so pflTended.** 40 

Trib, Let us call on him then. 

Ana. The motion's good. 
And of the spirit ; I will knock first. Peace be within. 

Enter Suetle. 

Siub, Oh, are you come } 'Xwas time. Your three* 
score minutes 
Were at the last thread, you tee, '^ and down had gone 
" Fumus aeediOf turris circMlatorim: 
^* 'Lembick, bolts-head> retort, and pellicane 
" Had all been cinders." Wicked Ananias t 
Art thou returnVi } Nay, then it goes down yet. 

Trik Sir» be appeased ; he is come te humble 
Himself in spirit, and ask your patience. 
If too much seal hath carried him aside 
From the due path. 

Suk, Why, this doth qualify. 

Trib, The brethren had no purpose^ verily. 
To give you the least grievance ; but are ready 
To lend their willing liands to any project 
The spirit and you dire£l. 

SuS. This qualifies more. 

TriB. And for the orphans* goods, let them be valued^ 
Or what is needful else to the holy work, 61 

It shall be nun^r^d. Here, by me, the saints 
Throw down their purse before you. 

Sub. This qualifies most I 
Why, thus it should be -, now you understand. 
G 
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Have I discoursed so unto you of our stone, 
<* And of the good that it shall bring your cause ? 
** Shewed you, 

* * That even the med'cinal use should make you afa6tion 
<< And party in the realm ? As put the case 

<< That some great man in state, he have the gout ; 
*' Why, you but send three drops of your elixir, 

* * You help him straight; there you have made a friend. 
•* Another has the palsy, or the dropsy; 

^< He takes of your incombustible stufl^ 

" He's young again : there you have made a friend. 

« A lady that is past the feat of body, 

" Tho' not of mind, and hath her face decay 'd ; 

" Beyond all cure of paintings, you restore 

" With the oil of talck; there you have made a friend, 

" And all her friends. 8i 

** Still you increase your friends. 

" Trib. Ay, 'tis very pregnant, 

** Sub, And then the turning of his lawyer's pewter 
" To plate at Candlemas. 

** Ana, Candle-tide, I pray you. 

" Sub, Yet, Ananias ? 

*< Ana, I have done. 

« Sub," Oh, but the stone I all's idle to't ; nothing! 
Nature's miracle. 

The divine secret, that doth fly in clouds 
From east to west; and whose tradition 
Is not from men, but spirits. 

Ana, 1 hate traditions : 
I do not trust them— 
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Trib, P6ace. 

Ana, They are popish, ally 
I will not peace. I will not— 

Trib. Ananias. 

Ana. Please the profane, to grieve the godly. I 
may not. 100 

Sub. Well, Ananias, thou shalt overcome. 

Trib. It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, sir : 
But, truly, else, a very faithful brother ; 
A botcher, and a man, by revelation. 
That hath a competent knowledge of the truth. 

•Stt3. Has he a competent sum there i* the bag, 
To buy the goods within ? I am made guardian. 
And must for charity and conscience sake, 
Now see the most be made for my poor orphans : 
** The* I desire the brethren too, good gainers." 
There they are within. When you have view'd and 

bought 'em, 
And ta'en the inventory of what they are, 
They are ready for proje6lion ; there's no more 
To do ; cast on the med'cine, so much silver 
As there is tin there, so much gold as brass, 
I'll gi't you in by weight. 

" Tfib. But how long time, 
" Sir, must the saints expe6l yet ? 

** Sub. Let me see — 
" How's the moon now ? — Eight, nine, ten days 
hence, 120 

** He will be silver potate ; then three days 
" Before he citronise : some fifteen days 
Gij 
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" The magisterium will be perfected. 

«* Ana. About the second day of the tliird week 
"** In the ninth month ? 

" Sub, Yes, my good Ananias." 

Trib, What will the orphan's goods arise to, think 
you ? 

Sub* Some hundred marks; as mtich asfUPd three 
cars 
Unladen now ; you'll make six millions of them. 
But I must ha' laore coals laid in. 

" Trib. How! 

" Sub. Another load, 
** And then we have finished. We must now increase 
<< Our fire to igitis ardtms ; we are past 
<< Firmu'efmnuSf b^nei tiiKrist 
<* And all those lentcr heats. If the holy purse 
** Should with this draughtfolllow^^andthatthesaiiits 
Do need a present sum, I have a trick 
To melt the pewter you shsdl buy now, instantly, 
And with a tin^bire make you as goedDutch dollars 
As any are in Holland. 141 

Trib, Can you so i 

Sub. Ay, and shall 'bide the third examination. 

Ana, It will be joyful tidings to the brethren. 

Sub, But you must carry it secret. 

Trib. Ay ; but stay : 
This a^ of coining, is it lawful ? 

Ana, Lawful ! 
We know no magistrate ; or if we did, 
This's foreign coin. 
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Su^. It is no coiningy ar; 
It is but casting. 

Trib. Ha ! you distinguish well : 
Casting of money may be lawful. 

Ana, 'Tis, sir. 

Trib, Truly, I take it so. 

Snb, There is no scruple, 
Sir, to be made of it : believe Ananias ; 
This case of conscience he is studied in. 

Trib, 1*11 make a question of it to the brethren, 160 

" Ana. The brethren shall approve it lawful, 
doubt not. 
" Where shall it be done ?" 

Sub, " For that we'll talk anon." [Knock wttAout, 
There's some to speak with me. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. That's the inventory, 
ril come to you straight. [Exetmt Trib. and Ana.} Who 
is it ? Face I Appear. 

Enter Face. 

How now ? Good prize ? 

Face. Good pox ! Yond' costive cheater 
Never came on. 

Sub, How then ? 

Face. 1 ha' walk'd the round 
Till now, and no such thing. 

Svb. And ha* you quit him ? 

Face, Quit him I an' hell would quit him too, he 
were happy. 
'Slight ! would you have me stalk like a mill -jade 
G iij 
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All day, for one that will not yield us grains ? 
I know him of old. 

Su6. Oh, but to ha» gull'd him, 
Had been a mastery. 

Face, Let him go, black boy! 180 

And turn thee, that some fresh news may possess thee. 
A noble count, a don of Spain, 
Furnish'd with pistolets and pieces of eight. 
Will straight be here, my rogue, to have thy bath, 
(That is the colour) and to make his batt'ry 
Upon our Dol, our castle, our cinque-port. 
Our Dover-pier, our what thou wilt. 
Where is the doxy ? 

Sui, I will send her to thee ; 
And but dispatch my brace of little John Leydens, 
And come again myself. 

Face, Are they within then ? 

Su6, Numbering the sum. 

Face. How much ? 

Sub, A hundred marks, boy. [Exit. 

Face. Why, this's a lucky day ? Ten pounds of 
Mammon ; 
Three o' my clerk ; a portague o' my grocer; 
This o* the brethren ; beside reversions, 
And 'states to come i' the widow, and my count. 
My share to-day will not be bought for forty 200 

Enter Dol. 
Dol. What? 
Face. Pounds, dainty Dorothy— Art thou so near ? 
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DoL Yes — say lord general, how fares our camp ? 

Fact, This dear hour 
A dainty don is taken with my Dol ; 
Aftd thoH may^st make his ransom what thou wilt, 
My Dousabel. 

DoL What is he, general ? 

Face, An Adalantado^ 
A Craftdcy girl. Was not my Dapper here yet ? 

IMU, No. 

Face, Nor my Dr ugger ? 

Do/. Neither. 

Face, A pox on them I 
They are so long a furnishing I 

Enter Subtle. 

How now } Ha* you done ? 

Su5, Done 1 They are gone. The sum 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew 
Another chapman now would buy *em out-right. 

Face. 'Slid, Nab shall do't against he ha* the widow, 
To furnish houshold. svi 

Sii6. Excellent well thought on. 
Pray heaven he come. 

Face. I pray he keep away. 
Till our new business be o*erpast. 

Su6, But, Face, 
How cam'st thou by this secret don ? 

Fact. A sphrit 
Brought me th' intelligence in a paper here, 
As I was conjuring yonder in my circle 
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For Surly. " I ha' my flies abroad. Your bath 
"Is famous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol, 
** You must go tunc your virginal : no losing 
*« O* the least time. And do you hear ?'* His great 
Verdugoship has not a jot of language : 
So much the easier to be cozen'd, my Dolly; 
He will come here in a hired coach, obscure. 
And our own coachman, whom I have sent to guide. 
No creature else. Who's that ? \Oliu knocks. 

Sub. It is not he 1 340 

Face. Oh, no, not yet, this hour. 
Sub. Whois't? 
DoL Dapper, 
Your clerk. 

Face. God's will I then, queen of fairy. 
On with your tire ; and, do6tor, with your robes. 
Let's dispatch him, for God's sake. 
Sub. 'Twill be long. 

Face, I warrant you : take but the cues I give you, 
It shall be brief enough. 'Slight, here are more I 
Abel, and, I think, the angry boy, the heir. 
That fain would quarrel. 
Sub. And the widow ? 
Face, No ; 
Not that I see. Away. [^Exeunt Sub. and Dol. 

Oh, sir, you are welcome ! 

Enter Dapper, Drugger, and Kastril. 

The clo6lor is within, moving for you. 

** I have had the most ado to win him to it. 
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" He, swears you'll be the darling of the dice. 
<* He never heard her highness doat till now, he says : 
** Your aunt hasgiv'n you the most gracious words tt6 1 
" That can be thought on." 

Dap. Shall see her grace \ 

Fact* Sec her, and kiss her too — What, honest Nab! 
Hast brought the damask \ 

Drug, No, sir, here's tobacco. 

Face. 'Tis well done. Nab. Thou'lt bring the 
dama^ too ) 

Drug, Yes. Here's the gentleman, captain ; master 
Kastril, 
I have brought to see the do£bor. 

Face. Where's the widow ? [Whispers, 

Drug, Sir, as he likes, his sister (he says) shall come. 

Face^ Oh, is it so ? 

Drug. PU iktrodvce him. Master Kastril, Captain 
Face. 

Face. Good time. Is your name Kastril, sir i 

KdS4 Ay, and tlie best of the Kastrils; I'ld be 
sorry else, 
By fifteen hundred a year. Where is the do^or ? 
My mad tobacco- boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has he any skill ? 

Face. Wherein, sir ? 

Kas. To carry a business, manage a quarrel fairly. 
Upon fit terms. b8i 

Face. It seems, sir, y'are but young 
About the town, that can make that a question. 

Kas. Sir, not so young, but I have heard some speech 
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Of the angry boys^ and seen them take tobacco. 
And in his shop; and I can take it too : 
And I would fain be one of them, and go down 
And pra6tise i' the country. 

Face, Sir, for the duello^ 
The doctor, I assure you, shall inform you. 
To the least shadow of a hair; and then, rules 
To give and take the lie by. 

Kas, How ! to take it ? 

Face. Yes, in oblique, he'll shew you, or in circle. 
But never in diameter. ** The whole town 
** Study his theorems, and dispute them ordinarily 
** At the eating academies. 

" Kas, But docs he teach 
** Living by the wits too ? 

*< Face* Any thing whatever. 300 

*' You cannot think that subtlety but he reads it. 
" He made me a captain. I was a stark pimp, 
" Just o' your standing, 'fore I met with him : 
" 'Tis not two months since." I'll tell you his method: 
First, he will enter you at some ordinary. 

Kas. No, ril not come there. You shall pardon me. 

Face. For why, sir ? 

Kas. There's gaming there, and tricks. 

Face. Why, would you be 
A gallant, and not game \ 

Kas. Ay, 'twill spend a man. 

Face. Spend you! it will repair you when you are spent. 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your fortune ? 
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Kas. What, three thousand a year ? 

Face. Ay, forty thousand, 

" Kas. Are there such ? 

** Face. Ay, sir. 
** And gallants yet." Here's a young gentleman 
Is born to nothing, forty marks a year, 32* 

Which I count nothing. He is to be initiated, 
And have a fly o' the doftor. He will win you, 
Byunrcsistible luck, within this fortnight, 
Enough to buy a barony. 

Kas. Do you not gull one ? 

Face. 'Ods my life ! do you think it ? 
Why, Nab here knows it. 

Drug. Tes; what is it? 

Face. And then for making matches for rich widows, 
Young gentlewomen, heirs, the fortunat'st man ! 
He's sent to, far and near, all over England, 
To have his counsel, and to know their fortunes. 

Kas. Adsooks I my suster shall see him. 

Face. 1*11 tell you, sir. 
What he did tell me of Nab. 

Drug. Ay; what is it? 

Face. It's a strange thing ; 
(By the way, you must eat no cheese. Nab ; it breeds 

melancholy, 
And that same melancholy breeds worms) but pass it; 
He told me, honest Nab here was ne*er at tavern 340 
But once in's life I 

Drug, Truth, and no more I was not. 

Face. And then he was so sick 
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Drug. Could ke tell you that too ^ 

Face. How should I know it \ 

Drug, In troth, PU tell you the wkolt story: 
We had been a shooting, 
And liad a piece of fat ram-mutton to supper. 
That lay so heavy o' my stomach— 

Face. And he has no head— - 

Drug. No^ I have no head. 

Face, To bear any wine : for what with the nwse of 
the fidlers, 
And care of his shop ; for he dares keep no servant— 

Drug, My head did so ache 

Face. As he was fain to be brought home. 
The dodor told me. And then a good old womaa— 

Drug. (Yes, faith, she dwells in Sea-coal -lane) did 
cure me 
With sodden ale, and pellitory o' the wall ; 
Cost me but two-pence. I had another ^ckness; 

Was worse than that » j6« 

-Face, Ay, that was the grief 
Thou took'st for being 'sess'd at eighteen pence^ 
For the .water- work. 

Drug. In truth, and it was like 
T* have cost me almost my life. 

Face. Thy hair went off. 

Drug, Yes, and it has never been very good since. 
*Twas done for spite. 

Face. Nay, so says the do6lor, 

Kas, Pray thee, tobacco-boy, go fetch my suster; 
I'll see this learned boy before I go j 
And so shall she. 
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Face. Sir, he is busy now ; 
But if you have a sister to fetch hither, 
Perhaps your own pains may command her sooner 
And he by that time will be free. 

Kas, I go. 

Face. Drugger, she's thine — the damask. [Ex. Drug. 
ajid Kastril.] Subtle and I 
Must wrestle for her. [Asuie,] Come on, Master 

Dapper ; 
You see how I turn clients here away, 380 

To give your cause dispatch. Ha* you perform*d 
The ceremonies were enjoin'd you ? 

Dap. Yes, o' the vinegar. 
And the clean shirt. 

Face* *Tis well ; that shirt may do you 
More worship than you think. " Your aunt's a -fire, 
•* But that she will not shew it, t'have a sight o' you.'* 
Ha' you provided for her grace's servants ? 

Dap.. Yes, here are six-score Edward's shillings. 

Face. Good. 

Dap. And aR old Harry's sovereign. 

Face. Very good. 

Dap. And three James's shillings, and an Elizabeth 
groat; 
Just twenty nobles. 

Face. Oh, you are too just ! 
I would you had the other noble in Mary's. 

Dap. I have some Philip and Mary's. 
: Face. Ay, those same 

Are best of all. Where are they ? Hark I the do6lor. 
H 
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Stik Is yet her grace's ooumi oone i 4C0 

Face, He is come, 

Su5. And is he fasting ? 

Face. Yes. 

Su5. And hath cpy'd kum ? 

i»acf . Thrice, yeu muse answer. 

Dap. Thrice. 

Svi, And as o£t, buz f 

Fact. If you have, say* 

Dap. I have. 

5«5, Then, to her cuz. 
Hoping that he hath vinegar'd his 8easea» 
As he was bid, the Fairy queen dispenses. 
By me, this robe, the petticoat of F<yi4une ; 
Which that he straight put on, she doth iaiportuRei 
And though to Fortune near be her petticoat, 
Yet nearer is her smock, the queen doth nole : 
And therefore, even of that a piece she has- sent. 
Which, being a child, to wrap him in was rent ; 
And prays him for a scarf he now will wsear it 
(With as much love as then her grace did tear it) 
About his eyes, to shew he is fortunate. 421 

[7^^ hii$td Aim witk a rag. 
And, trusting unto her to make his state. 
He'll throw away all worldly pelf about him : 
Which that he will perform she doth not doubt him. 

Face. She need, not doubt him, sir. Alas, he has 
QOthii^ 
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But what ht wttl fsat whhal as ^ilKngty, 

Upon her gwpce's word (thrflw away yotir pu^se.) 

As she would ask it. (" Handkerchiefs and all.)" 

She caRfliot ^fd tliaC thing, bat he'U obej» 

If you hate a ring thovtt yoii> oast it off. 

Or a &ky^tr seal at yomr wrist : her grace trfll send 

Her fairies here to search you ; therefore deal 

Dire^ly with her highness. If they find 

That you conceal a mite, you are undone. 

[He throws away as tbcy bid Mm, 

Dap. Truly, there's all. 

Fact. Ail what? 

Dap. My money^ truly. 

Face. Keep nothing that is transitory about you. 
Look the elves are come 
To pinch youy if you tell not truth. Advise you. 440 

Dap. Oh, I have a paper with a spur-ryal in*t. 

Face. Ti, ti. 
They knew it, they say. 

Suh, Ti, ti, ti, ti, he has more yet. 

" Face. Ti, ti-ti-ti. I' the other pocket ? 

<< Dap. Oh, oh. 

** Face. Nay, pray you hold. He is her grace's ne- 
phew. 
•* Ti, t^, ti? What care you? Good faith, you shall care. 
*< Deal plainly, sir, and shame the fairies.^ Shew 
** You are an innocent." 

Dap. By this good light, I ha' nothing 
But a half-crown 

Of gold, about my wrist, that my love gave me; 
Hij 
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And a leaden heart I wore sin' she forsook me. 
Face* I thought 'twas something. And would you 
incur 
Your aunt's displeasure for these trifles \ Come, 
I had rather you had thrown away twenty half-crowns. 
You may wear your leaden heart still.[/irii^.]How now? 

Sub. What news, Dol ? 

DoL Yonder's your knight, sir Mammon. 4^0 

Fact. God's lid, we never thought of him till now. 
Where is he ? 

DoL Here, hard by. He's at the door. 

Sub, And you are not ready now. 

DoL He must be sent back. 

Face» Oh, by no means. 
What shall we do with this same puffing here. 
Now he's o* the spit ? 

Sub» Why, lay him back \ while. 
With some device. Ti, ti, ti, ti, ti. Would her grace 
speak with me ; \KnocL 

I come. Help, Dol. 

Face, Who's there ? Sir Epicure. 

\He speaks through the key-hole^ the other knocking* 
My master's i' the way. Please you to walk 
Three or four turns, but till his back be tum'd. 
And I am for you. Qiiickly, Dol. [Exit Dol. 

Sub. Her grace 
Commends her kindly to you, master Dapper. 

Dap. I long to see her grace. 

Sub, She now is set 

Digitized by GoOQIc 



MW^ THB alchtmist. 8i 

At dinner in her bed, and she has sent you 480 

From her own pritate«l>effcher| a dtad mouse. 
And a pifece of gingerbread, to l)e merry withal. 
And stay your etenMcl^^att yon faint with fasting : 
Yet if you could hold out till she saw you (she says) 
It would be better for you. 

Face. Sir> he ahaU 
Hold out an 'twere this two heurs for her h^hnes»; 
I can assure y<Hi that. We will not loic 
All we ha' done— **— 

Sub, He must not see, nor speak 
To any body, till then. 

Face. For that we'll put, sir, 
A stay in's mouth* 

Sub. Of what? 

Fae^. Of gh^ftrbiwid. 
Make you it fit. «« He that hath pleased her grace 
" Thu« £arj shaU mt now crinkle finr a little." 
Gape, sir, and let him fit you. 

Sub. Where shaU we now 
Bestow hira? 500 

Dol, V the privy. 

Sub. Come along, sir, 
I BOW "matt shew you f^ftuht's^^Hvy lodgings. 

Faa. Are tl^y perfum'd, and his batk ready ? 

SMb. All. 
Only, the fitini|^ios)'s somewhat strong. 

" Face. Sir Epicure, I am yours, sir, by and by." 

[Exeunt. 



Hiij 
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ACT IF. SCENE I. 



Face and Mammon mete. 

face. 

Oh, sir, yo'are come i' the only finest time. 

Mam, Where's master ? 

Face, Now preparing for proje6lion, sir. 
Your stuff will be all chang'd shortly. 

Mam, Into gold? 

Face, To gold and silver, sir. 

Mam, Silver I care not for. 

Face. Yes, sir, a little to give beggars. 

Mam. Where's the lady ? 

Face, At hand here. I ha* told her such brave 
things o' you. 
Touching your bounty, and your noble spirit— 

Mam. ' Hast thou ? 

Face. As she is almost in her fit to see you. 
But, good sir, no divinity i* your conference. 
For fear of putting her in a rage— 

Mam, I warrant thee. 

*< Face, Six men will not hold her down. And then ■ 
" If the old man should hear or see you.'* 

Mam, Fear not. 

Face. The very house, sir, would run mad. You 
know it, £0 

How scrupulous he is, and violent 
'Gainst the least aft of sin. " Physic, or mathematics, 
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*< Poetry, state, or bawdry (as I told you) 
** She will endure, and never startle : but 
" No word of controversy'* 

Mam. I am school'd, good Uien. 

face. And you must praise her house, remember that. 
And her nobility. 

Mam. Let me alone ; 
No herald, nor no antiquary. Lungs, 
Shall do it better. Go. 

** face. Why, this is yet 
" A kind of modern happiness, to have 
*« Dol Common for a great lady. [Aside, and exit, 

** Mam, Now, Epicure, 
" Heighten thyself, talk to her, all in gold ; 
** Rain her as many showers as Jove did drops 
" Unto his Danae ; shew the god a miser, 
" Compar'd with Mammon. What, the stone will do*t. 
" She shall feel gold, taste gold, hear gold, sleep gold j 
" Nay, we will concumbere gold. I will be puissant, 
" And mighty in my talk to her.'* 

Enter Dol. 

Here she comes. 

Face, -To him, Dol, suckle him. This is the noble 
knight 
I told your ladyship. [Exit Face. 

Mam. Madam, with your pardon, 
I kiss your vesture. 

DvL Sir, I were uncivil 
If I would suffer that j my L*p to you, sir. 
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Mam, I ho^ my lord yotir brvther be in faiealthi lady. 

DoL My lord my brother b» dK)u^ I no lady» sir. 

<« Fact, Well said, my Gutny bird." 

Mam. Right, noble madam — -^- 

*< Fan. Oh, we shall have most fierce idokitry**' 

Mam. 'Tis your prerogative. 

Dol. Rather your courtesy. 

Mam. Were there nought else t' enkurge your vjrcues 
to me. 
These answers speak your breeding and yo«ir blood. 

Dol. Blood we boast nonc^ sir; a pMr baron's 
dau^ter. 

Mam. Poor ! and gat you ? Prolade not. Ikkl your 
£fttlKr 60 

Slept all the happy remnant of hb Itie 
After that aft. 

He had done enough to m^e Imnseif, *< his issue,** 
And his posterity Boble« 

« Fott. PU in, and laugh." 

Mam. Sweet madam, kt me be particular— —«- 

Dol. Particular, sir? I pray you, know your distance. 

Mam. In n6 ill sense, sweet lady, but to ask 
How your fair graces pass the hours ? I see 
Yo*are lodg'd here i' tlie house of a rare man> 
An excellent artist; but what's that to you ? 

Dol^ Ycs» sir, I study here the mathematics. 
And distillation. 

Mam, Oh, I cry you pardon. 
He's a divine instru6lor. 

Dol. Ay, and for his physick, sir* ■ ■ 
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Mam, Above the art of .^sculapius. 
That drew the envy of the thunderer I 
1 know all this, and more. 

DoL Troth, I am taken, sir, 8o 

Whole with these studies that contemplate nature. 

Mam, It is a noble humour: but this form 
Was not intended to so daric a use. 
I muse, my lord your brother will permit it I 
You should spend half my land first, were I he. 
Does not this diamond look better on ray finger 
Than i' the quarry \ 

DoL Yes. 

Mam. Why, you are like it. 
You were created, lady, for the light I 
Here, you shall wear it ; take it, the first pledge 
Of what I speak to bind you to believe me. 

Dot. In chains of adamant ? 

Mam, Yes, the strongest bands. 
And take a secret too : here, by your side, 
Doth stand, this hour, the happiest man in £urope. 

DoL You are contented, sir ? 

Mam. Nay, in true being. 
The envy of princes, and the fear of states. 

DoL Say you so, sir Epicure ? ' loo 

Mam. Yes, and thou shalt prove it, 
Daughter of honour. I have cast mine eye 
Upon thy form, and I will rear this beauty 
Above all stiles. 

DoL You mean no treason, sir ? 

Mam, No J I will take ajray that jealousy. 
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I am the lord of the phSosdp^r's ^tene. 
And thou the lady. 

DoL How, sir! ha* you that ? 

Mam. I am the master of tl«e waMery. 
This day the g«od xM, wretch here o' tto hdose 
Has made it for «is : now he's at pr^jc^on. 
Think therefore thy first wi«h new 4 kt me hear k ; 
And it shall rain iato thy lap, rfo sho w e ry 
But floods of goldy whole caiaiti^^ a dieluge. 
To get a nation oa thee. 

DoL ^ I could well consent, sir^ 
*' But in a monarchy, how will this be ? 
^' The prince will soon take Mtice, and berth seioe 
" You and your sCbne, it being a wealth un^ is9 
•' For any private Bobje^t. 

" Mam, *Ta no idle fear : 
•< We'll therefore go with all» niy girl, and live 
^* In a free state, where we will eat our mullets 
** Sous'd in high^covntry wines, sup pheasants eggs, 
** Aiul have our cockles boil'd in silver shells, 
** Our shrimps to swim agaiii> as when they liv'd, 
** In a rare butter, made of dolphin's milk, 
<< Whose cream does look like opi^s : and with these 
*' Delicate meats set onrselves tngh forf^asure, 
*' And take us donvn ^igmn» and then renew 
*^ Our youth and strength, wkh drinking the elixir, 
<* And so enjoy a pei^etuity of life and hwt." 

Enter Fac«. 
Face, Sir, you're too loud, I hear you every woni 
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Into the laboratory. S^me fiHtP pkce ; 
The garden, or great chamber above* How like 
you her I 
Mam. Excellent! Lungs. There's for tbte* 

Face, But do you h«ax 2 
Good siTt beware no ibm^«a ^ the Rabbtos* 
Mam. We thiuk oo« 9fk 'em. \^Bxii Mam. <md[ DdI . 
JPacc, « Qb, it is w^ sir.^ Siibtkl 141 

Enter Subtle. 

Face, Dost thou not laugh ? 

5a^. Yes. Are they gone ? 

Face, All's clear. 

Sub. The widow is come. 

Face, And your quarrelling disciple ? 

5k^. Ay. 

Face, I must to my captainship a^ain tbeo* 

SmB. Stay, bring 'em in first. 

Face, So I meant. What is ^t ? 
A bonny belle ? 

Sub, I know not. 

Face, We'll draw lots. 
You'll stand to that \ 

Sub, What else? 
To the door, man. 

Face, You'llhave the first ki^s, 'cause I amnot ready* 

Sub, Yes, and perhaps hit you thro* both thie nostrils. 

Enter Kastril and Puakt. 
Face, Who would y^u fip«d( wilh I 

2 
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Kas, Where's tlie captain ? 160 

Face, Gone, sir. 
About some business. 

Kast Gone ! 
. Face. He'll return straight. 
But master doctor, his lieutenant, is here. 

Sub, Come near, my worshipful boy, my Terree Filt\ 
That is, my boy of land ; make thy approaches. 
Welcome : I know thy lust, and thy desires. 
And I will serve and satisfy 'em. Begin, 
Charge me from thence, or thence, or in this line ; 
Here is my centre 2 ground thy quarrel. 

Kas, You lie } 

SuB, How, child of wrath and anger 1 the loud lie ! 
For what, my sudden boy ? 

Kas, Nay, that look you to, 
I am afore-hand. 

Sub, O, this's no true grammar, 
And as ill logick ! You must render causes, child. 
Your first and second intentions, know your canons, 
And your divisions, moods, degrees, and differences, 
And ha* your elements perfect- 181 

Kas. What is this 
The angry tongue he talks io ? 

Sub. That false precept 
Ot being afore-hand, has deceiv'd a number. 
And made 'em enter quarrels, oftentimes, 
Before they were aware ; and afterward. 
Against their wills ? 

Kas. How must I do then, sir^ 
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Sub. I cry this lady mercy : she should first 
Have been saluted. 

Kas. Go and kiss her* 

Sub, I do call you lady^ [Kisses ier. 

Because you are to be one, ere't be long. 
My soft and buxom widow, [He kisses ker. 

Kas. Is she, i* faith ? 

Su6, Yes, or my heart is an egregious liar. 

Kas. How know you ? 

Sub. By inspection on her forehead, 
And subtility of her lip, which must be tasted 200 
Often, to make a judgment. ' *• Slight she melts." 

Kas. Kiss ker again, [He kisses ker again. 

Sub. ** Like a myrabolane!" Here is yet a line, 
Iti rivojrmtisf tells me, he is no knight. 

PH. What is he, sir ? 

Sub. Let me see your hand. 
Oh, your iinea Fortuna makes it plain 5 
" And Stella here, in monte Veneris : 
'' But most of 9L\\fjun3ura annularis.'* 
He is a soldier, or a man of art, lady ; 
But shall hare some great honour shortly. 

Pli. Brother. 
He's a rare man, believe me I 

Kas. Hold your peace. 
Here comes the t'other rare man. 

Enter Face. 
*Save you, captain. 
Face. Good master Kastril, is this your sister i 
I 
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Kas, Ay, 8br» 
Please to kuss her, and be proud to koow her. 

Face. I shall be proud to know you, iady.^ s2o 

PU. Brother, he calls me hkly too. 

Kas. Ay, peace, I heard it. 

Face. The count is come. 

«« Sub. Where is he ? 

" Face. At the door." 

Sub. Why, you must entert^i^ him. 

Face. What'U you do— — 
With these the ^hile ? 

Sub. Why have 'em up, and sbew '«in 
Some fustaiu book, or the dark gUfi«. 

FflOf. 'Fore god. 
She is a delicate dab*chick i I must have her. [E:^ 

Sub. Must you? Ay, if your fortune will^yeuiqust. 
Come, sir, the captain will come to us presently : 
I'll have you to my chamber of demonstr^io©s> 
Where I'll shew you my instrument. 
That hath the several scales upon't, shall make you 
Able to quarrel, at a straw's breadth by moon-light. 
And, lady, I'll have you look in a glass. 
Some half an hour, but to clear your eye-sigkt, 240 
Against you see your fortune ; which is greater 
Than I may judge upon the sudden, trust me. [E^wfU* 
Inter Facb. 

Face. Where arc you, do£lor i 

Sub. lwitAin,'\ I'll come to you presently. 

Face. I will ha' this same widow, now I ha' seen her, 
On any composition. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



AdiT. THE ALCRYMIS^T* $1 

Enter Subtle. 

Sub. What do you wy ? 

Face. Upl' ydn ^^0i6d of them. 

Sn^. 1 ha* ^xttt tbem up. 

Face. SiMte, iti troth, I needs arast have this widow. 

M. Is th«t &K matter ? 

/actf. Nay, but hear me. 

Sub. Go to. 
If you r^el once, Dol shall kncm it all. 
Therefore be quiet, and obey your chance. 

" Face. Nay, thou art so violent now-— Do but 
conceive. 
<< Thou ait old, and canst MOt servc-^— 

« Sub. Who, cannot 1 i 
« 'Slight, I will serve her with thee for a?—" 

Face. Nay, t6o 

But understand : I'll give you coni|>osition. 

Sub. I will not treat with thee. What, sell my fortune r 
'Tis betterlihan my birth-right. Donotrnwrnxm 
Win her, and carry iier. If you grumble, Dol 
Knows it dire6lly. 

Face. Well, sir, I am siknt. 
Will you go help to fetch in don in state ? 

Sub. I follow you, sir. We must keef Face in awe. 
Or he will ovetlook us like a tyrant. [Atide* 

Brain of a taylor I Who comes here f Don John ? 

Enter Surly like a Spaniard. 
Sur. SemoreSf beso las manosf a vucstras neroedes. 

lij 
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** Su6. Would you had stoop'd a little, and kissM 
our anos* 

" Face. Peace, Subtle. 

<< Su5, Stab me ; I shall never hold, man. 
« He looks in that deep ruff, like a head in platter, 
U Serv'd in by a short cloak upon two tressils. 

*' Face, Or what do you say to a collar of brawn, 
cut down 
<« Beneath the souse, and wriggl*d with a knife ?*' 

Su5. Don, your scurvy, yellow* Madrid face is 
welcome. . 
" Sur. Gratia. 280 

Sub, He speaks out of a fortification. 
Pray god, he ha' no squibs in those deep sets. 

Sub. For dioSf sennores^ muy Undacasal 

Sub. What says he? 
« Face. Praises the house, I think; 
I know no more but*s aftion. 
* Sub. Yes, the Casa, 
My precious Diego, will prove fair enough 
To cozen you in. Do you mark ? You shall 
Be cozen'd, Diego. 

Face. Cozen'd, do you see ? 
My worthy Donzel cozen'd. 
/Sur. Enliendo. 

Sub. Do you intend it ? So do we, dear don. 
Have you brought pistolets, or portagues. 
My solemn don ? Dost thou feel any ? 

Face. Full. [He feeis Ats pockets. 

Sub. You shall be emptied, don, pumped and drawn 
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Dry, as-th€y siy. 

ikce. *Stid) Subtle, horn sbtU we do i 300 

5k*. For what ? 

/iwre. Why DoPs empby'd, y©tt know. 

5k*. That's tmc. 
'Fore heaven, I know not : 
Maaawm must not 6e troubled. 

Fax, Mammon I innocaae. 
Think ; you must be sudden. 

Sur. EntiendOf qua la se$nffra es tun kermosa^ tpte codtciv 
tan a ver la^ como la bien mfmtm rama dt mi vida* 

Face. Mi vida f 'Slid, Subtk, he puts^ me in mind 
o* the widow. 
Whit dost thou s«y to draw her to't ^ Hal 
And tell her it is her fortune ? ** All our venture 
<< Now laet upon^t. It is but one man more, 
<< Wliicli OS's chance to have her : and beside 
*< There is no maideAhead to be fear'd or lost. 
<< What dost thou think on't. Subtle. 
' •* 5b*. Who, I, why ? 

** Face. The credit of oar houae too is engaged. 

** 5k*. You made mean o^r for my share ere- while, 
«« What wik thou gi' me, i'foith \ 320 

«< Face. Oh, by that light 
^^ I'll not buy now. You know your doom to me. 
** E'en takeyour lot, obey your chance, sir; win her, 
** And wear her out for me. 

*' Sur. Sennores per que te tarda tanta ? 

" 5k*. Faith, I am not fit, I am old. 

^ Face. That's now no reason, sir. 
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" Sur. PueiU ser^ de hazer burla de mi amor. 

<< Face. You hear the don too ? By this air, I call, 
•* And loose the hinges : Dol. 

" Su5. A plague of hell 

" Face. Will you then do ? 

" SuB. You are a terrible rogue ; 
« I'll think of this. Will you, sir, call the widow ? 

" Face. Yes, and I'll take hertooywithaliher&uiltsy 
*< Now I do think on't better. 

«' Sub. With all my heart, sir I 
** Am I discharg'd o' the lot ? 
i ** Face, As you please. 

" Sub. Hands. 340 

" Face. Remembernow, that upon any change, 
*' You never claim her. 

" Sub. Much good joy, and health to you, sir.* 
" Marry a whore ? Fate, let me wed a witch fint. - 

** Sur. Por estas ktmradas barbaS'-';-^** 

Sur. ** He swears by his beard." * 

Dispatch, and call her brother too. ^Exit Face. 

Sur. TiengOf ditda^ sennores^ 
Que no me hagan alguna traycion. " 

Sub. How, issue on? Yes, prasto sennor^ Pleasoyou 
Rnthratka the Cbambratha, worthy don ? 
Where if you please the fates, in your Batkada^ 
You shall be soak'd, and stroak*d, and tubbM» and 

rubb'd, 
And scrubb'd, and fubb'd, dear don, before you go* 
You shall, in faith, my scurvy baboon don. 
Be curried, clawed, and flaw'd, and taw'd, indeed. 

{Exit Surly. 
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I will the hcartlier go about it now. 

And make the widow a punk so much the sooner. 

To be reveng'd on this impetuous Face : 

The quickly doing of it is the grace. 360 

Enter Face, Kast&il, and Pliant. 
Face, Come, lady ; I knew the do^or would not 
leave. 
Till he had found the very nick of her fortune. 
Kas. To be a countess, say you ? A Spanish coun^ 

tess, sir ? 
Pit. Why, is that better then an English countess? 
Face. Betterl 'Slight, make you that a question, lady? 

Enter Subtle. 
Here comes the doctor. 

Su6. My most honoured lady, 
(For so I am now to stile you, having found 
By this my scheme you are to undergo 
An honourable fortune, very shortly) 
What will you say now, if some 

Face. I have told her all, sir j 
And her right worshipful brother here, that she shall be 
A countess } do not delay them, sir; a Spanish countess. 

SuA. Still, my scarce worshipful captain,you can keep 
No secret. Well, since he has told you, madam. 
Do you forgive him, and I do. 

Kas. She shall do that, sir, 
I'll look to't, 'tis my charge. 

Sti5. Well then, nought rests S^'^ 
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But that she fit her love now to herfbrtmie. 

FH. Truly) i shall never brook a Spaniani. 

Sud. No? 

Pit. Never sin' dghty-dght coukl I abide them. 
And that was some three year afore I was bom, in 

truth. 
. Sui. Oome, you mast lov« him, or bemiserabjae. 

Kas. Gods'lid you shall love him, or iti kick you. 

Pit. Why ? 
l*\} do «s yott will 3u' me, brother. 

Kas, Do. 
Or by this hand you are not wy sister. 
If you refuse. 

Pit. I will not refuse, brother. 

Enter Surly. 

Sur. Que es esto^ sennoreSf que non se venga f 
Esta tardanza me mata f 

Face. It is the coitnt come. 
The Do6lor knew he would be here, by his art. 

Sub. En gailantamadama, don! gaiiantissimal 

Sur. Par todos ios dioses, ie mas acabada 
Hermwura, que he xdgto en mi znda ! 400 

Face. Is*t not a gallant language that they speak ? 

Kas. An admirable language ! Is't not Trench \ 

Face. No, Spanish, sir. 

Kas. It goes like law-French j 
And that, they say, is the courtliest language. 

Face. List, sir. 

Sur. Vaiga me dios. 
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Face. He admires your sister. 

Kas. Must not she make a ciutsy ? 

Sub, Od's will, she must go to him, man, and kiss 
himl 
It is the Spanish fashion for the women 
To make first court. Sir ? 

Sur. Por tl amor de dios^ que es esto^ que se tarda f 

Kas. Nay, see ; she will not understand him ! Gull ! 
Noddy ! 

Pit. Wliat say you, brother ? 
- Kas. Ass, my suster! 

Go kuss him, as the cunning man would ha' you j 
I'll thrust a pin i' your buttocks else. 

Face. Oh, no sir. 420 

Sur. Sennoray si sera servida, entranus. 

Kas. Where does he carry her ? 

[Exeunt Surly ^nd? Pliant. 

Face. Into the garden, sir; 
Take you no thought ; I must interpret for her. 

Sub. Give Dol the word. [Exit Face.] Come, my 
fierce child, advance. 
We'll to our quarrelling lesson again. 

Kas. Agreed. 
I love a Spanish boy with all my heart. 

Sub. Nay, by this means, sir, you shall be brother 
To a great count. 

Kas. Ay, I knew that at first. 
This match will advance the house of the Kastrils. 

Sub. Pray God your sister prove but pliant. 

Kas. Why, 
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Her name is so by her other husbatid. 

Sub. Howl 

JCas. The widow Piiatrt. Knciv you hot that? 

Sub. " No faith, sir. 
« Yet, by ereaion of her figure, I guess'd it.** 
Tes, yes, I Anew it by my art. 4'4^ 

Come, kt's go to practise* 

Xfli. Yes; twt do yott think, dofctor, 
1 e'er shall quarrel well i 

Sub, I warrant you. 

KsLS. Damme, you lie. {EmmU. 



SCENE II. 

Another Apartment. Enter Do L and Mammon. 

Dol. For, after Alexander's <ieath— — 

[In her Jit ofuUhing* 

Mam. Good lady — — 

Dol. That Perdiccas aiwi A»tigonus were slain. 
The two that stood, Seleuc' and Ptolmee 

Mam. Madam, 

Dol. Made up the two legs, and the fourth beast, 
That was Gog-north, and Egypt-south^ which after 
Was call'd Gog-iron-leg, and South-iron-kg— — 

Mam. La — 

Dol. And then Gog-homed. So was ^yp^, too. 
Then Egy|>c-clay-lcig, and Gog-clay-leg. 

Mam. Sweet madam. 
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Dol. And last Gog-dwrt, and Kgypt-dust^ which fall 
In the last link of the fWrth chain. And these 
Be stars in story, which none 3ee or look at-*-«<^ 460 

Mam, WhatshalUdoJ 

DoL For, as he says, except 
We call the rab«»s> and the heol^n Greek**^*- 

Mam, Dear lady. 

Dol. To come from Sftkm, aad from Athens, 
And teach the people of Great* Britain-'-*>«o 

Enter Vac^> 

Face. What's the matter, sir, 

DoL To speak the tongue cf Eber i(nd Javan--^ — 

Mam. Oh, she's in her fit. 

!}«/. We shall know oothkig^— ^ 

Face. Death, sir. 
We are undone. My roaster will hear! 

" Dol. A wisdom, which Pythagoras held most 
high-r^ 

" Atoi- Sweet honourable lady. 

" Dol. To comprize 
" All sounds of voices in few marks of lettersr-.**^ 

*• Face. Nay, you must never hope to lay her now. 

" Dol. And so we may arrive by Talmud skill, 
** And profane Greek, to raise the building up 
" Of Helen's house against the Ismaelite, 480 

** King of Thogarma, and his Habergiofis 
** Brtmstony, hhic, and fiery ; and the force 
" Of king Abadtioo, and the beast of Cittiro, 
" Which rabbi David Kimehi, O«ikelos, 
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** And Abcn Ezra do interpret Rome. 

** Face, How did you put her into't ? 

<< Mam. Alas, I talk*d 
*^ Of a fifth monarchy I would ercft, 

*< [TAey speak together. 
" With the philosopher's stone (by chance) and she 
•^ Falls on the other four straight. 

** Face, Out of Broughton. 
** I told you so. 'Slid, stop her mouth. 

^* Mam. Is'tbest. 

" Face. She'll never leave else. If the old man 
hear her, 
" We are but^c«, ashes." 

Suh. [tuitAin.'] What's to do there f 

Face. Oh,we are lost. Nowshe hears him, she is quiet. 

Mam, Where shall I hide me ? 

\_Up(m Subtle's entry they dispersi. 
■ Sub' How, what sight is here I 
Close deeds of darkness, and that shun the light ! 500 
Bring him again ; who is he ?■— What, my son 1 
Oh, I have liv'd too long. 

Mam. Nay, good, dear father, 
There was no unchaste purpose. 

S^b. No \ and flee me 
When I come in ? 

Mam. That was my error. 

Sub. Error? 
Guilt, guilt, my son. Give it the right name. No marvel 
If I found check in our great work within. 
When such affairs as these were managing ! 
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Mam. Why, have you so ? 

Stt^. It has stood still this half hour ; 
And all the rest of our less works gone back. 
Where is the instrument of wickedness, 
My lewd false drudge } 

Mam. Nay, good sir, blame not him ; 
Believe me, 'twas against his will, or knowledge. 
I saw her by chance. 

Su6. Will you commit more sin ^20 

T' excuse a varlet ? 

Mam. By my hope, 'tis true, sir. 

Sti6» Nay, then I wonder less, if you for whom 
The blessing was prepared, would so tempt heaven ; 
And lose your fortunes. 

Mam. Why, sir ? 

Su6. This 'U retard 
The work, a month at least. 

Mam. Why, if it do, 
what remedy ? but think it not, good father : 
Odr purposes were honest. 

Su6. As they were, 
So the reward will prove. [A great crack andnoisemthifi,] 

How now I Ay me. 
God, and all saints be good to us I What's that ? 

Face. Oh, sir, we are defeated : all the works 
Are flown injtmc : 

Retorts, receivers, pellicanes, bolt-heads, 
Ail struck in shivers ! Help, good sir ! alas ! 

ISuhtlc /alis down as in a swoon. 
Coldness and death invade him. Nay, sir Mamnv^n, 
K 
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Do the fair office of a man 1 you st;attd| 540 

As you were readier dq 4ep«rt tlian be« [(?ji« ibocA^. 
Who's ther« ? My XANr49 her brQther is cojofe. 

Afam. Ha, Lungs I 

Face, His coach js at the door. Amkd his sight* 
For he's as furious as his sister is mad. {One JkmocAs. 

Mam, Aksl 

Face, My brain is quite undone witll tho £11016, sir. 
I ne'er must hope to be nkie own man 9gain. 

Mam, Is all lost, Lungs? Will nothkig b« preserved. 
Of all our cost ? 

Fa£e. Pailh, very Uttfe, sir : 
A peck of coak or so, which iscoldcomS&rt, wr. 

Mam, Oh, my voluptuous mind) Tm justly punish>'d« 

Face, And so am I, sir. 

Mam, Cast from all my hope S" 

Face, Nay, certainties, sir. - 

Mam, By mine own base afFe^ons. 

Su6. Oh, tlie curs'd fruits of vice and lust f 

[Subtle seems to come io himself. 

Mam, Good father. 
It was my sin. Forgive it. 560 

Sub, Hangs my roof 
Over us still, and will not fall, Oh justice f 
Upon us, for this wicked man ? 

Face, Nay, look, sir, 
You grieve him now with staying ia his sight : 
Good sir, the nobleman will come too, and take you. 
And that may breed a tragedy. 

Mam% V\\ go. 
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Face, Ay, *nd repent at h&me, sir. Itwiiy be, 
For some good penance you may have k yet ; 
A hundred pounds to the box at Bethlem. 

Mam, Yes. 

Face. For i«hit restwing such as ha' loSt tiicir Wits. 

Mam, rildo't. 

Face, I'll send one to you to receive it. 

Mam* D&. 
Is IK) projeftion left ? 

IRjic*. All itown, or stinks, air. 

Mam, Win nought be sav'd that^s gbod for med'cine, 
think'st thou ? 

Fact* I cannot tell, sir* Thet« will be,^ perhaps, 
SM^e^ng, about the scraping ^ ^e shards, 581 
Will cure the itch : 

It shall be sav'd for you, and sent home. Good sir. 
This way, for fear the lord shouid meet you. 

\Exit Mammon. 

Suh, Face. 

Face. Ay. 

Sub, Is he gone ? 

FiEtct, Yes, and as heavily 
As all the gold lie hop'd for %vere hi his bkoed. 
Let us be light though. 

Suh, Ay^ as baMs^ and bound 
And hit our heads against the roof for .joy : 
There's so much of our<:are«ow cast wf^^ 

Fact* Now to ojiftjr 4oq. 

Sub, Yes, your young widow, by this time^ 
Kii 
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Is made a countess. She's now in travail 
Of a young heir for you. 

Face, Good, sir. . 

Sub, OfFwith your case, 
And gieet her kindly, as a bridegroom :ahouldy 600 
After these common hazards. 

Face, Very well, sir. 
Will you go fetch don Diego off the while ? 

Sub, And fetch him over, too, if you'll be pleas'd, sir. 
Would Dol were in her place to pick his pockets now. 

Face, Why, you can do it as well, if you would set 
to't. 
I pray you prove your virtuc# 
. Sub. For your sake, sir. [Exeunt* 



SCENE III, 

Tike Alchymist' J Room , Enter Sukly and Dame 
Pliant. 

Sur, Lady, you see into what hands you are fall'n! 
'Mongst what a nest of villains I and how near 
Your honour was to've catch'd a certain ruin 
(Through your credulity) ** had I but been 
*' So pun6hially forward, as place, time, 
<< And other circumstances would ha' made a Hmn : 
** For yo'are a handsome woman, would you were 

4 wise too." , . . . 

I am a gentleman come heredisguis'd. 
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t)nly to 'find the knaveries of tins citftdel, 
And'whcre IiBight ha* wrotig'd y oijHioneuryaBdlia*DOt, 
I claim some interest in your love. You are. 
They say, a widow, ridi ; an4 I am a batchelor, 620 
WoHh nou^t : your fortunes may make me a man. 
As mine ha' preserve you a woman. Think upon it. 
And whether I have dcfcrv'd you, or no. 

Ptf. J will, sir. 

Sur, And for these houshold-rogues, let me alone 
To treat with thwft. 

Enter Subtle. 
Sui. Htm doth my ncblt Diego ? 
And my dearnadau countess ? Hath the ooitBt 
Been courteous, lady } liberal, and open i 
Donsel, methinks you look melancholic 
After your awoMi, and acmryl Tmly^ 
I do not like the dullness of your eye. 
It hath a heavy cast ; lis Upsee-Dutdh, 
And says you are a lun^pish where^master. 
Be lighter; I will make your pockets so. 

[Me Jails to pickii^ ofthm. 
Sur, Will you, don bawd, and pick-purse \ How 
now i Reel you ? 
Stand up, sir \ you shall find, since I am so heavy, 
I'll give you equal weight. 
Sub, Help, murder ? 

Sur. No, sir, there's no such thing intended. A 
good cart, 640 

And a ckaa whip^ shall ease yon of that fear. 
Kiij 
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1 am the Spalnidi don, that should be cozcnM, 
DoycHisee? Cozen'dl Where's your captain Face ? 

£;EterFACE. 

Face. How> Surly ! 

Sur» Oh, make your approach, good captain. 
I have found from whence your copper rings and spoons 
Come now, wherewith you cheat abroad in taverns. 
And this doflor, 

" Your sooty, smoaky -bearded compeer, he" 
Will close you so much gold in a bolt's head, 

[Face steals off. 
And, on a turn. Convey (i' the stead) another 
With suWim'd mercury, that shall burst i' the heat. 
And fly out all injumo f WhaX is he gone 9 
Nay, sir, you must tarry, 
Tho' he be 'sci^p'd, and answer by the cars, sir. 

Enter Face and Kastril. 

Face, Why, now's the time, if ever yon will quarrel 
Well, as they say, and be a true-born child. 
The do6tor and your sister both are abus'd. 

Kas, Where is he ? Which is he \ He is a slave, 
Whate'er he is, and the son of a whore. Are you 
The man, sir, I would know ? 560 

Sur, I should be loth, sir. 
To confess so much. 

Kas^ Then you lie i' your throat. 
' Sur* How I 

Face, A very arrant rogue, sir, and a cheater. 
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Employ'd here by another coniurer». 

That does not love the doctor, and would cross him, 

If he knew how— — 

Smt. Sir, you are abus*d« 

'Kms, You lie : 
And *tis no matter. 

Face. Well aaid, sir. He is 
The iropudent*st rascal—— 

Sur. You are, indeed ! Will you hear me, sir ? 

Face, By no raeans^-Bid him begone. 

Kas. Begone, sir, quickly. 

^nr.This's strange! ladyfdoyou in form your brother. 

Face* There is not such a foist in all the town : 
The do^or had him presently \ and finds yet, 580 
The Spanish count will come here. Bear up, Subtle. 

Suh, Yes, sir, he must appear within tliis hour. 

Face, And yet this rogue will come in a disguise. 
By the temptation of another spirit. 
To trouble our art, tho* he could not hurt it. 

Kas. Ay, 
I know — Away ; you talk like a foolish mouther. 

Sur* Sir, all is truth, she says. 

Face. Do. not believe him, sir. 
He is the lying'st swabber I Come your ways, sir. 

Sur, You are valiant out of company. 

Kas. Yes. How then, sir ? 

Enter 'DKVGGEVi, 
• ^fla.Nay,here'san honest fellow too, that knows him, 
And all his tricks — Make good what I say, Abel : 
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This cheater would ha* cozen'd thee 6'l^e wid^w. 

He owes this honest Drugger, here, seven |MMnid8» 
He has had on him in two-peim'ardis of tobacco. 

Drug. Yes, sir; and he has damn'd himself tkr^ 
Terms to pay me. 

Face, And what does he owe for iomm ^ 600 

Drug. Thirty shillings, sir. 
And for six {sytinges. :^ 

Sur. Hydra of villanyl 

Face. Nay, sir, you must quari^l him-odt'O'^e house. 

Kas, 1 will. Sir, if you get not4>isto'doorSyyoiilte^ 
And you are a pimp. 

Sur. Why, this is madness, sir, 
Not valour in you. I must langh tft ^s. 

Kas. It is my humour. You are a pknp, and a trig. 
And an Amadis de Caul, or a Don Qgixoite. 

Drug. Or a knight o^e<:unous coxoomby^to you see) 

Enter Ananias. 
Ana. Peace to the honshdd. 
Kas. I'll keep peace for no mam. 
Ana, Casting of dollars is concloded law&k 
Kas. Is he the constable t 
Su6. Peace, AiMtmas. 
Face. No, sir. 

Kas. Then, you are an otter, and a shad^ a whit, 
A very Tim. 
Sur. You'll hear me, sir ? ^w 

Kas^ I will not. 
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Ana- What is the motive ? 

&ub. Zeal in the gentlemen. 
Against his Spanish slops. 

Ana. They are prophane, 
Lewdy superstitious, and idolatrous breeches. 

Sur. New rascals 1 
, Kas. Will you begone, sir ? 

Ana, Avoid, satan. 
7hou art not of the light. That rufF of pride 
About thy neck betrays thee, and is the same 
With that which the unclean birds, in scvcnty-sevcii. 
Were seen to prank it with on divers coasts. 
Thou look'st like Antichrist, in the lewd hat. 
.*. Siir, I must giye way. 

Kas, Begone, sir. 

Suu But I'll take a course with you. 

Ana, Depart, proud Spanish fiend. 

Sur, Captain and do6lo r ■■ 

Ana: Child of peixiition I 640 

Xiw. Hence, -sir. [X^^fig^-^ £xiV Surly. 

Did I not quarrel bravely I 

Face, Yes, indeed, sir. 

Kas, Nay, an I give my mind to't, I shall do*t. 

Drug; Welly and how did If 

Face, Very well j • ^ 

Qut you must follow, sir, and threaten him tame ; 
He'll turn again else. 

Kas, I'll return him then. 

Face, Dnigger, this rogue prevented us; for thee, 
^e had deternun'd that thou shouldst ha' come 
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In a Spanish suit, and ha* carried her so ; and he, 
A broHerly slave, goes, "pots it ion hinfisdf. 
Hast brought the damask f 

Drug, Yes, sir. 

Face, Thou must borrow 
A Spanish suit. Hast thou no credit wfthfhe pkyers ? 

Drug. Yes, sir. Didyouiieters^eemepkytlieiboU 

Face. Thou shalt, if I can help 4t» 
Hieronyno's old doak, rufl^ and hat witl serve ; ^60 
[Subtle kilth toldip^ei kUn tkis mAHe* 
VH teU tliee more when diou briog*st «faem. 

Drug. Didnotlhthavetoellf 
Will you be gone ^— — ife xomiH be hire 
In a hurry ^ I beliette. '{£»tim 

Ana. Sir, I know 
The Spaniard hates the brcdtren, and hath spies 
Upon their actions: *« and that thb was one, 
" I make no scruple. But thelidy synod 
<< Have been in prayer andmeditatkmfdr it.'* 
And 'tis revealed no l^ss to them thaame» 
That casting of money is most lawfild. 

Sub. True; 
But here I cannot do it. If the house 
Should chance to be suspe^ed, aH would out. 
And we be lock*d up in the Tower fbr ever, 
To make gold there lor the slate j ttetar oscne oilt^ 
And then you are defeated. 

Jna. 1 will tell 
This to the elders, and the weaker brethren. 
That the whole coii^ny «f the s^iaratien €3o 
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May join in humble prayer aganu 

Sm6. And fasting. 

Ana. Yea, for some fitter place. The peace of mind 
Rest within these walla. [Exit. 

Su^, Thanks, court/eous Al^aaias. 

Face^ What did he coiQC lor I 

Su6. About castiiig dpUars. 
Presently out of hand. And so I tM iim, 
A Spanish minister came here ta spy 
Against the fsdthful. 

Face. I conceive. Come^ Suhlle. 
Thou art so down upon the least disaster I 
Hqw wouMstthouha' done, if I had not help'd thee oat i 

S^t^ I thank thee. Face, for the angry boy, i'faith. 

Face. Who would ha* look*d it 'houJd ha' been that| 
rascal. Surly ? 
WeU, sir. 
Here's damask come to make you a suit. 

Su6. Where's Dru^er? 

Face, He's gone to borrow ipe a Spanish habit* 
rii be the count now. 700 

Su6, But Where's the widow ? 

Face. Within, with ipy lord's sister : madam D9I 
Is entertaining her. 

Su^, By your favour, Face ; 
-Now she is honest, I will stand sigain. 

Face. You will not offer it ? 

5a^..Why? 

Face, Stand to your word. 
Or— h?re comes Dpi j she knows— 
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Sub. Y* are tyrannous still. 
Face, Strift for my right. 

£jiter DoL» 
How now, Dol ? Hast told her. 
The Spanish count will come i 

Dol, Yes ; but another is come 
You little look'd for. 

Face. Who's that? 

Dol, Your master ; 
The master of the house. 

Sub. How, Dol ! 

Face, She lies. 726 

This is some trick. Come, leave your quibblings^ 
* Dorothy. 

Dol, Look out and see. 

Sub, Art thou in earnest \ 

DoL 'Slight! 
Forty o* the neighbours are about him, talking. 

Face. 'Tis he by this good day. 

DoL 'Twill prove an ill day 
For some of us. 

Face, We are undone, and taken. 

Dol, Ix)St I'm afraid. 

Sub, You said he would not come 
While there died one a week, within the liberties. 

Face. No ; 'twas within the walls. 

Sub, What shall we do now. Face ? 

Face, Be silent ; not si word, if he call Or knock:. 

I'll into mine old shape again, and meet him, 
1 
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Of Jeremy the butler. I' the meati time. 
Do you two pack up all the goods and purchase. 
That we can carry i* the two trunks. I'll help him 
OfFfor to-day, if I cannot longer ; and then, 746 
At night, I'll ship you both away to RatclifF, 
Where we'll meet to-morrow, and there we'll share.' 
Let Mammon's brass and pewter keep the cellar — 
We'll have another time for that. {Exewat, 

' ' ■ • ■ ■ ' ■■■ " ^ ' I' .. ~t 

ACrV. SCENE I. 

A Sireet. Enter LovEWiT and NeigASours* 

Lavewit. 
Has there been such resort, say you? 

1 Nn, Dalily, sir. 

2 Net, And nightly too. 

3 Net, Ay, some as brave as lords. 

4 Net. Ladies and gentlewomen. 

5 Net, Citizens wives, and knights in coaches* 
£ Net, Yes, and oyster-women. 

I Net, Beside other gallants. . . 

3 Net, Sailor's wives. 

4 Net. Tobacco- men. 

5 Net. Ajiotlper Pimlico I 

«< Love, What should my knave advance^ 
** To draw this company ? He hung out no banners 
" Of a strange calf, with five legs, to be seen ? 
** Or a huge lobster, with six claws } 
L 
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" 6 Net. Not siu 

<< 3 Na. We lud gone in tb«t^ $irt 

<< ioBV. He h^fi no gift 
« Of teaching i' th^e^ no&t» tJMt e'er I knew of, 
« You saw no biUs siH up that pcoeab'd cur^ »p 
<* Of agues, or tjie tootb-adx I 

" a A<». No such things fir* 

« ii?ve. Nor heard Ik drum strudc^ for babooa^ or 

" 5 A'lrj. Neither, sir." 

Z(7i;^. What devke should he brkig forth now } 
I love a teeming wit as*I love my nourishment. 
Pray, Heav'n» he ha' iMit kopi siiich opw hauic, 
That he hath sold my hangings and my bedding ; 
I left him nothing else. If he have eat them, 
A plague o' the mouth, say I. ** Sure he has got 
<< Some bawdy pi6hires, to call all this gang.^* 
When saw you him ? 

1 Neu Who, shr f Jeremy ? 

2 Nei, Jeremy, butjer ? 
We taw hhn not this month* 

Love. How! 

4 Neu Not these five weeks, shr. 

6 Neu These six weeks, at the least. 
Love, Y* amaze me^ neighbours ! 

5 Net, Sure, if your worship know not where he is, 
He's slipp*d away. 41 

6 Net, Pray, Heav'n, he be not made away. [Me iwocks, 
lope. Ha \ It is ho tiinc to questioni then, 

6 Nein About » 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



J8K TRfe ALCatMIlT* 115 

Some three weeks since, i heard a doleful cry, 
As I sat ti|s a tnemliiig my wUe*s Mod&ifig&. 

Love. This's stnarge, that hooe will answter ! 
Didst thou hear 
A cry, say'st thou ? 

6 AW. Yes, sir, like unto a man 
That had been strangled an hour, atid oauld tit>t speak. 

2 Net. I heard it too, just thia day three weeks at 

twoo'ctock 
Next morning* 

love. Tlwfe be miracles, Or fou make 'eiA ^o» 
A man an hour strangled) and CtMaid ftat «peak> 
And both you heard him cry I 

3 Net. Yes, downward, air. 

Love. Thoii art a wise fclhwr. Give ms thy hand, 

I {M^y tAiee<. 
What trade ait thou ? 
3 A^rt. A smith, an't please your wdrship. €o, 

Love^ A smith I then tend me thy help to get thii 

door open. 
3 Net. That I will, presently, sir ; bat letch Hiy 

tools. {£Mt. 

1 Nti. Sir, best to knodc again, afort y»u fcreak it. 

EfUer Faci. 
Love. I will. 

/ace. What mean you, sir ? 
All Net. Oh, here's Jeremy I 
Face. Good sir, come Irom the door. 
Love. Why, what's the matter ? 
Lij 
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Face. Yet farther ; you are too near yet. 
Love. V the name of wonder, what means the fellow? 
Face. The^ house, sir, has been visited. 
Lime. Stand thou then farther. 
Face. No, sir, I had it not. 
Love. Who had it then ? I left 
None else but thee i* the house. 
. Face. Yes, sir, my fellow. 
The cat that kept the buttery, had it on her 
A week before 1 spied it ; but I got her 
Convey 'd*away i* the night. And so I shut 
The house up for a month— > 80 

Love. How! 

Face. Purposing then, sir, 
T* have burnt rose- vinegar, treacle, and tar. 
And ha' made it sweet,thatyou should ne'erha'known it. 
Because I knew the news would but affli6l you, sir. 

Love. Why, this is stranger I 
The neighbours tell me all here, that the doors 

Have still been open 

Face. How, sir ! 

Love. Gallants, men, and women. 
And of all sorts, tag-rag, been seen to flock here 
In threaves, these ten weeks, as to a second hog's-den. 
In days of Pimlico and Eye-bright. 

Face. Sir, 
Their wbdoms will not say so ! 

Love. To-day, they speak 
Of coaches and gallants 5 one in a French hood 
Went in they tell me; and another was seen 
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InaVtlVAg^owAat ^window} <iiT0Fi mort 

Pass in aMd xmU te6 

Jli^ Tbey did pan thr6* th^ doors theiii 
Or walls, I assure their eye-sights, and their spedacles j 
For here, sir, ttt the keys, and there hate been, 
In this tAy podcd^ rioW above twenty days. 
<< And for befi:n*(% I kept the fort ilone there. 
<< But that *tis not yet dce^ 1' the afternoon, 
<< I should believe my iMighbotifs had seeti double 
« Thro' the black f«ot, atfd fiMide these apparitions:'* 
For, on my faith to your worships fbrtbcse three weeks. 
And ufwmrda, the door has not' been o|^u*d* 

£tOV€* Strange 1 

Nek iyoodlaith, I thi^ i saw ac^SKlk. 

l(ftfe. Do ^oiH l»ut think it avw ? 
And but one coach ? 

4 Net. We cannot tell, sir j Jeremy 
Is a very honest ftHow. 

Face, Did you see me at all ? 

I Net, No ; that we afiteviire on. 

Jjdvt. FiAt r»giiB8 to have your testimonies biiik on ! 

Rc'-aUtr % Neighbour. 
^Nei. ts Jeremy ccnuer i^ 

I Net. Oh, yes ; you may leave your tools % 
We were deceived j he lays he )»s had the keys, 
And the door has been shut these three weeks. 

5 Nei, I^ce enough. 

Love, Peace, anid get hencc^ yoa chiidgel^gs. 
Face. [Aiidcl Surly come I 
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And Mammon made acquainted! They'll tell all« 
How shall I beat them off? What shall I do } 
Nothing*s more wretched than a guilty conscience. 

Enter Surly and Mammon. 

Sur. No, sir, he was a great physician. This, 
It was no bawdy-house, but a mere chancel. 
You knew the lord and his sister. 

Mam, Nay, good Surly 

Sur. The happy word. Be rich— 

Mam, Play not the tyrant. 

Sur, Should be to-day pronounc'd to all your friends. 
And where be your andirons now, and your brasspots, ' 
That should ha* been golden flaggons,and great wedges? 

Mam, Let me but breathe. What I they ha' shut 
their doors, 
Methinks. 140 

Sur, Ay, now, *tis holy-day with them. 

Mam. Rogues, 
Cozeners, impostors, bawds I 

Face. Whatmeanyou, sir? \Mam. and Surly knock. 

Mam, To enter, if we can. 

Face, Another man's house ! 
Here is the owner, sir ; turn to him, 
AiKi speak your business. 

Mam, Are you, «ir, the owner ? 

Love, Yes, sir. * 

Mam, And arie those knaves within your' cheaters i 

Love, What knaves, what cheaters : 

Mam, Snbtle, and his Lungs. 
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Face.^ The gentleman is distra6iedy sir. No lungs 
Nor lights ha* been seen here these three WeekSy sir; 
Within these doors, upon roy word. 

Sur. Your word I 
Groom arrogant. 

Face, Yes, sir; I am the housekeeper, 
And know the keys ha' not been out o* my hands, i Co 

Sur. This's a new Face. 

Face, You do mistake the house, sir. 
What sign was't at ? 

Sur, You rascal ! This is one 
0* tlje confederacy. Come, let's get officers, 
And force the door. 

Lave, Pray you, stay, gentlemen. 

Sur, No, sir, we'll come with warrant. 

Mam, Ay, and then 
We shall ha* your doors open. [Exeunt Sur. and Mam. 

Love, What means this ? 

Face. I cannot tell, sfr. 

1 Net. These are two o* the gallants. 
That we do think we saw. 

Face. Two of the fools I 
You talk as idly as they. Good faith, sir, 

I think the moon hath craz*d them all ! Oh, me. 

The angry boy come too ! He'll make a noise, 

And ne'er away till he have betray 'd us all. [Aside, 

Enter Kast&il. 
Kas. What rogues, bawds, slaves I you'll open the 
door anon. [Kastril knocks. 
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PuAk> cdtkatt^ my Blister. By this light kZi 

I'll fetch the marshal to you. You arc a wlione, 
To keep your castle.— »**• 

lace. Who would you speak with, sir ? 

Kas. The bawdy do6tor, and the ctmningcajfytaiiii 
And puss, my sttM^r* 

Ltm* Thists somcdiing, sui^e I 

Face. Upon my trust, the doors were n^Ttf r open^ sir. 

Kas, I have heard all their tHcks Wld tat tivice oi^er, 
By the fat knight, and the lean genlUmiill. 

Lave. Here comes atiotherk 

Face. AMftlHStdol 
And his pastor 1 ^Amdi, 

Enter Anavus and Tribulation^ 

Ana. Come forth, you seed of nkl^iiur, sons t>f fire ; 
YoiU> stench is brekfe forth 3 abotniiMtto^ 
Is in the house. 

Kas. Ay, my suster's thertf. 

Ana. The place 
Is become a cage of unclean birdt. 

Kas. Yes I will fetch the scatei^g^er aiidthe Constable. 

TriB. You dudl do Well. ^toi 

^hia*, We'll jttin to Weed then! out. 

Kas. Ywi wiU not come then, punk device^ my tuster? 

Ana. Cidlhernotswter* She's a harlot, t^ly. 

Kas. I'll raise the street. 

Love. Good genttemeii) a word 

Anav Satan, avoid* and hinder not our KtA* 

l4k/e. The world's turn'd Bedlam. 
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Face, These are all broke loose 
Out of St. Kath'rine's, where they use to keep 
The better sort of mad folks. 

1 Nei, All these persons 
We saw go in and out here* 

2 Nd» Yes, indeed, sir, 

3 Ncu These were the parties. 
Face, Peace, you drunkards* Sir, 

I wonder at it I Please you to give me leave 

To touch the door : I'll try an the lock be chang'd. 

Love, It 'mazes me! 

Face. Good faith, sir, I believe 8«o 

There's no such thing. 'Tis all deceptio visus. 
Would I could get him away ! [Da.^^r cries out mtkm. 

Dap. Master captain, master doctor. 

Lwe, Who's that ? 

Face. Our clerk within, that I forgot! [Aside,"] I 
know not, sir. 

Do^.ForGod'ssake, when v«ill her grace beatleisure? 

Face. Ha! 
Illusions, some spirit o' the air!— His gagis melted. 
And now he sets out the throat. [Aside. 

Dap. I'm almost stifled. 

Face. Would you were altogether. [Aside. 

Love. 'Tis i' the house. 
Ha! list 

Face. Believe it, sir, i» the air. 

Love, Peace you-*-^ 

Dap Mine aunt's grace does not use me well. 

Su6, You fool, 
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Peace, you'll mar all. 

Fac€- Or y^u will else, you rogue* 

Love. Oh, is it so ? Then you ctMiVcfse with spirits. 
Come, sir, no more o' your trieln> good JeiiJmy^ 341 
The truth's the shortest way. 

Face. Dismiss this rabble, Sir. 
What shall I do ? I am catch'd* [Aside. 

Love. Good neighboars> 
I thank you alL You may depart* Cohie, sir. 
You know that I am an indulgent mister ; 
And therefore conceal nothing. What's youk* rbed'cifte, 
To draw so many several i^rts of wild^fbwl ? 

Face. Sir, you were Wont to afie^ mirth and wit : 
(Byt hefee's no place to talk on't i' the street.) 
Give me but leave to make the beat of my £<>rtune^ 
And only pardon me th* abuse of your hoUMs ; 
Its all 1 beg. I'll help you to a widow, 
In recompence, that you shall give me thanks for. 
Will make you seven yeari younger, and t rich one. 
•Tis but your putting on a Spanish cloak. 
I have her within. Yoti need hot firaf the house $ 
It was not visited. 

Love, But by me, who caAie $60 

Sooner than you expected. 

Face, It is true, sir. 
Pray you, forgive me. 

Love, Let's see your widow. [Ektunt, 
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A Chamber. EaiUr $UBTLE> DaPFKI^i wd'DOU 

Sub, How ! ha' yo9 eaten your gag } 

J)ap. Yes, faith, it grumbled 
Awty i' my moulh« 

Su6, You ha' spoil'd ail then* 

Dap, No; 
I hope my aunt of Fairy will forgive me« 

Sub. Your aunt's a gradottft l«dy ; butintrolb^ 
You were to blame. 

Dap. The fume did QYtfCOmfi Wt^ 
And I did do't to stay my stomach. Pray you, 
80 satisfy her grace. 

Enter Fach. 

Face. How now I Is his moutb dQwn ? 

Sub. Ay» he has spoken. 

Face. A p<w I J heard biia> »iid you toQ«i'*He*»un- 
done then — 
I have been fain to say the house 13 haunted 
With spirits^ to keep Churl back, |8« 

Sub. And hast tbou done it i 

Face, Sure» for this nightt 

Sub. Why, then triumph and siag 
Of Face so famous, the preciojus king 
Of present wits. 

Face, Did you not hoar the coil 
About ^e door f 
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Sub. YeSy aiid I dwindled with it. 

Face, Shew him his aunt, and let himbedispatch'd: 
I'll send her to you. 

Drugger is at tfie door ; go take his suit. 
And bid him fetch a parson presently. 
Say, he shall marry the widow. " Thou shalt spend 
** A hundred pounds by the service.** [^Exeunt Dap- 
per «»</ Subtle.] Now, queen Dol, 
Ha' you pack'd up all ? 

Dol. Yes. 

Face. And how do you like 
The lady Pliant ? 

DoU A good dull innocent. 

Re-enter SvBThi^. 

Sub, Here's your Hieronymo's cloak and hat. 400 

Face. Give me 'em. 

Sidf. And the rufFtoo. 

Face. Yes : I'll come to you presently. [Exit. 

Sub, Now is he gone about his proje^, Dol, 
I told you of, for the widow. 

Dol. 'Tis direa 
Against our articles. 

Sidf, Well, we'll fit him, wench. 
Hast thou guird her of her jewels, or her bracelets ? 

Dol. No, but I will do't. 

Sub, Soon at night, my Dollys 
When we are shipp'd, and all our goods aboard. 
Eastward for RatclifF, we will turn our course 
To Brainford, westward, if thou say'st the wprd> 

X 
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And take our leave of this o'erwcening rascal. 
This peremptory Face. 

DoL Content ; I'm weary of him. 

Sv6, We'll tickle it at the pigeons, 
Wheawe have all, and may unlock the trunks. 
And say, this's mine and thine, and thine and mine. 

I7%ey kiss. 

Enter Face. 
face. What now, a billing? 
Sit6, Yes, a little exalted. 
In the good passage of our stock affairs. 
'* Face Drugger has brought his parson; takp him 
in. Subtle, 
'' And send Nab back again to wa^h his face. 
** Sub. 1 will : and shave himself. lExit* 

** Face, If you^can get him. 
" Dol. You are hot upon it. Face, whatever it is I 
" Face. A trick that Dol shall ^nd ten pounds a 
month by. 
'* Is he gone ? 

Enter Subtle. 

** Sub, The chaplain waits you i' the hall, sir. 
" Facf. I'll go bestow him. [£xiV. 

** Dot, He'll now marry her instantly. 
^ " Suk, He cannot yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol, 
** Cozen her all thou canst. To deceive him 
" Is no deceit, but justice that would break 
" Such an inextricable tie as ours was. 
" Dol, Let me alone to fit him. 
M 
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Enter Fac?.- 
Face. Come, my venturers 
You ha' packed pp all ? Where be the trvnk5 ? Bring 
forth. 440 

/#«• Let us see them. Where's the money ? 

Svb. Here. 

/ac^. The brethren's money, this. Drugger's and 
Dapper's in thii, 
Mammon's ten pounds : eight score before. 
Where be the French pettiecats, 
And. girdles, and hangers? 

Su6, Here i' the trunk, 
And the bolt« ©f lawn. 

Face, Is Drugger*s damask there ? 

Su6. Yes. 

Foii, Ghe me the keys. 

JUi. Why you the keys I 

Su6. No matter, Dol ; because. 
We shall not open them, before he comet* | 

Face. 'Tis true, you shall not open them, indeed ; 
Nor have them forth. Do you see ? Not forth, Pol. 

J[)iL No! 

Face. No, my smock-rampa«t. The right is, my 
master 459 

Knows all, has pardon'd me, and he will keep thewi; 
Do6lor, 'tis true (you look) for all your figures : 
I sent for him indeed. Wherefore, good partners. 
Both he, and she, be satisfy'd: fgr here 
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Determines the indenture tripartiu, 
'Twixt Subtle, Dol, artd Face. All I can do, 
Is to help you over the wall, o*the backside ; 
Or lend you a sheet to save your velvet gown, Dol. 
Here will be officers presently ; bethink you 
Of some course suddenly to 'ecape the dock } 
For thither you'll come else. Hark you, thunder. 

[$<me knock. 

SuB. You are a precious fiend 1 

" OJi. Open the door." 

Face. Dol, I am sorry kt thee i' Fiilh. But, hear*st 
thou ? 
It shall go hard, but t will place th^e somewhexv t 
Thou shalt ha' my letttr to mistress Amo. 

Dol. Hang you— ^- 

Face. Or madam Csesarean. 

Dol, Pox upon you, rogu6 j 
Would I had but time to beat thee. [Exit Dol. 

Face. Subtle, 486 

Let's know where you set up next : I'll Send you 
A cust6iiiet, ndw and theft, for old acquaintance : 
What new course ha* you ? 

Su6. Rogue, 1*11 hang riiyself. 
That I may walk a greatef devil than thdXi, 
And haunt thee i' the flock-bed, and the buttefy . ICicit. 



Mij 
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SCENE UL 



A Street before LoVEWiT'i House, LOVEWIT e^ove. 
Enter Officers^ Mammon, Surly, Face, Kas- 
TRiL, Ananias, fl«</ Tribulation, 

Love. What do you mean, my masters ? 

Mam* Open your door. 
Cheaters, bawds, conjurers. 

Offi, Or we'll break it open. 

Love. What warrant have you ? 

Offi. Warrant enough, sir, doubt not. 

Love. Is there an officer there ? 

Offi. Yes, two or three for failing. 

Love. Have but patience, 
And I will open it straight. 

Face. Sir h* you done ? 
Is it a marriage ? perfefl ? 

Love. Yes, my brain. 

Face. OfFwith your ruff, and cloak then j be your- 
self, sir. 501 

Sur. Down with the door. 

Kas. 'Slight, ding it open. 

Love. Hold, 
Hold, gentleman, what means this violence \ 

Mam. Where is this collier ? 

Sur, And my captain Face ? 

Mam. These day-owls ? 

Sur. That are birding in men's purses. 
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Mam. Maclam Suppo^tory ? 

Kat. Doxty, ttky siittett 

«f}uz. Locusts of the foul fiu 

Yru P)rophane as Bell and the Dragon* 

dHk. WonsethMidicgrtshopptrt^ortheliceCf Egypt* 

Lovt, Good genileiMiH tttflf mt^ Art you offictrs^^ 
And cannot st^y ^s vit^ctice ^ 

Offi. Keep tht ptacc. 

Loue. Gentlemen^ What te the tt^fXtt ? Whom dd 
yottiedtr 

^oMh The chyMkal t^ttl^n 

1^^. And the captain pand^fv 

Km* Tht mn m>f mi^t. 520 

Mam. Madatti Rabbit 

Anas, StJof piOrti Aftd c^ttrplllars* • 

Z<w«. Fewer at Oftct, 1 pray you. 

Offi. One after another, gfehtleHiert, 1 chaff e you. 
ByviftwofmyAtiff. ' " ' 

AHUt Th«y ate the vet^ds 
Of pdd^ hiiti dttd tiie cart. 

Lcve. Good st^, liift MitI 
A little wllitt4 

7rt. Petet) deacon AAanktB^ 

£<?t;^. The houst i« mine here^ and the doors ^t 6peti: 
If theit b^ any mKh periotfs yod )itek fbr^ 
Use your authority ; 

I am but newly come to town, and finding 
This tumult 'bout twy dtfdr (td trfl you true) 
It somewhat 'mazM iH^ | titthiy iflaft hfeffr, feiring 
My more displfcasMire, told tm hk held dOlie 
M iij 
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Somewhat an insolent part, let out my house 

To a do6lor, and a captain ; who, what they are, 

Or where they be, he knows not. 540 

Mam, A.re they, gone ? [Tk^ enUtm 

Loot, You may go in and search, sir. Here, I find 
The empty walls w^se than I left them, smdk'd» 
A few crack'd pots and glasses, and a fiimace; 
The cieling fill'd with poesies of the candle : 
Only one gentlewoman, I met here, 
That is within, that said she was a widow 

Kas. Ay, that's my^uster, I'll go thump her. 
Where is she ? [Exit. 

Love. And should ha' married a Spanish count| but he. 
When he came to't, neglected her so /grossly^ 
That I, a widower, am gone through with her. 

Sur* H )w ! hive I lost her then ? 

Love, Were you the don, sir ? 
Good faith, now, she does blame yo 'extremely, and says 
You swore, and told her, you had ta'en the pains . 
** To dye your beard, and umbre o*er your face," 
Borrowed a suit and ruff all for her love, 
And then did nothing. What an oversight. 
And want of putting forward,?sir, was this I 
Well fare an old harquebu2ier, yet^ 560 

Could prime his powder, and give fire, and hit, 
All in a twinkling. 

Enter Mammon. 
Mam. The whole nest are fled! 
Io»f. What sort of birds were they ? 
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Mam, A kind of choughs. 
Or thievish daws, sir, that have pick'd my purse 
Of eight* score and ten pounds, within these five weeks^ 
Beside my first materials, and my goods,^ 
That lie i'the cellar, which I am glad they ha' left. 
I may have them home yet. 

Love. Think you so, sir ? 

Mam, Ay. 

Love, By order of law, sir, but not otherwise. 

Mam. Not mine own stuff? 

Love. Sir, I can take no knowledge^ 
That they are yours, but by public means. 
I f you can bring certificate, that you were guU'd of them. 
Or any formal writ out of a court. 
That you did cozen yourself, I will not hold them. 
. Mam» I'll rather lose them. 580 

Love. That you shall not, sir. 
By me, in troth. Upon these terms they are yours. 
What should they ha' been, sir, turn'd into gold all? 

Mam. No. 
I cannot tell. It may be they should. What then ? 

Love. What a great loss in hope have you sustain'dt 

Mam, Not I, the commonwealth has. 
I will go mount a turnip-cart, and preach 
The end o' the world, within these two months. 
Surly, what! in a dream? 

Sur, Must I needs cheat myself. 
With that same foolish vice of honesty ! 
Come, let us go, and hearken out the rogues. 
That Face Til mark for mine, if e'er I meet him. 

[^Exeunt, 
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EtUer Ananias aiu/ Tribulation. 

THI. * tift wMl, th« sainu t\aX\ not lode atl yet. Oo, 
And get softie carts**—*-- 

Litt. ^or What, my fetalou^ friefi^ f 

Ana. To bear away the pOttkm bf the rigMeouS 
Out of this den of thieves. 

Love. What is that portion ? 600 

Anm* The g^dd^ ^otaetHnei ^he or^^han^) that ^he 
brethren 
Bought with their ^hrtt ^efttev 

Love. What, ihowj i» the cellar, 
Ttie Imight 6hr Mammdh t\k\ttA\ 

Ana. I do defy 
The wkked Kf amiMfi, sb ^ all the bMhf^» 
Thou prophane man, I a^ thee With what conHdehce 
Thou canst advance that idol agsiftst tib. 
That have the sealf Were ttot the aJiilltogi numbered j 
That made the poilttds \ Vfttt tiot the pounds told out. 
Upon the second day of the fourth week, 
III the eighth month upon the table dbrmaftt. 
The year of the last patiettte of the sahitSj 
Six hundred aftd teii t 

Love. Mine earnest vehctneht b6«the^ 
And deacon aho, I cannot dispute with you ; 
But if you get you not away the ^Oortei*, 
I shall confute you With a i^geh 

Ana. Sir? 

Trib. Be patient, Ananias. ^S«6 

^**. I am strong, 
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And will stand up, well-girt, against an host> 
That threaten Gad in exile. 

Love* I shall send you 
To Amsterdam to your cellar. 

Ana. I will pray there, 
- Against the house : may dogs defile the walls. 
And wasps and- hornets breed beneath thy roof. 
This seat of falshood, and this cave of cosi'nage. 

[Exeunt Trib. and Ana* 

Face, If you get off the angry child, now, sir— 

Enter KastRIL. 

Kas, Come on, you ewe, you have matched most 
sweetly, ha' you not ? [To his Sister, 

Did I not say, I would never ha' you tup'd 
But by a dubb'd boy, to make you a Lady-Tom ? 
•Slight you are a mammet 1 Oh, I could touse you, now. 
Death, mun you marry with a pox } 

Love, You lie, boy; 
As sound as you ; and I'm before-hand with you. 

Kas, Anon? 

Love, Come, will you quarrel ? I will seize you, sirrah. 
Why do you not buckle to your tools ! 640 

Kas. God's light! 
This is a fine old boy, as e'er I saw 1 

Love, What, do you change your copy now ? Proceed. 
Here stands my dove 5 stoop at her if you dare. 

Kas, 'Slight, I must love him I <« I cannot chtise 
9 i' faith!" 
AnH^I should be hang'd for't. Suster, I protest, 
I honour thee for this match. 
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Love, Oh) do you so^ tirT 

Kas. Yes, an* thou canst tike tbbtCCo^ and drink^ 
old boy, 
1*11 give her five hundred pOUndfrmoreto her marriag^^ 
Than her own 'state. 

Love, Fill a pipe-full, Jeremy. 

Face, Yes> but go in^ ainl Kdke it^ sir. 

Love. We will. 
I will be rul*4 l^y thee in any thing, Jeremy. 
That master 

That had received such happiness by a servant. 
In such a widow^ and with so much wealth, 
Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 
A little indulgent to that servant's wit^ 66q 

And help his fortune, though with some smalt strain 
Of his own candor. 
Speak for thyself, knavd. 

Face. So I will, sir. (jentlenlen, 
Though I am dean 

Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mamm6n, &o!, 
Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all 
With whom I traded ; yet I put myself 
Oh you that are my country ; and this pelf. 
Which I have got, if you do quit me, rests 670. 

To feast you often, and invite new guests. 



THE END. 
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With this excellent Play the new Theatre and 
Company opened at Lincolns- Inn- Fields. Its success 
was so great that Betterton and his brother Ma- 
nagers, it is fccorded, offered the Author in conse« 
quenccy a. whole share in their profits upon the sole 
condition of furnishing them annually with a new 
Play. 

Of this piece it maybe remarked, that it has stronger 
diversities of character than any orher written by 
Cong RE VE, and those chaiaders have a closer ap- 
proximation to life — That the manners are well op- 
posed and their effe6l irresistible — Foresight who 
refers " Man* s goatish dhpcsiticn to the charge of a star^* 
then could not exciie the laughter he does now, as a 
great majority of his hearers, it may be presumed, 
relied upon the same influence and confided in similar 
predictions. The Foresight of our inimitable 
Parsons may be recorded as perfedion. 

They who are conversant with Nautical language, 
find the conversation of BtN either illsuited or ob- 
solete, yet he excites much laughter and keeps it; 
but the common impression now generally received 

Aij 
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oi the generosity of a British Tar contributes, from 
its force in e x te n u a t in g foible, to the dt^^ust enter* 
tained at a being in whose compo^tion nothing like 
this quality se e ms to enter. 

The Charadlers however they may be discrimi'i- 
nated by sentiment and aftion, are certsdnly nothing 
discriminate from language — They are all uniforml/ 
wits, and partake equally of the parent. 
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The husbandvuin in vain renews Ais toil, 
To cultivate each year. a hungry soil; 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous fruity 
When what should fad the tree devours the root : 
He unladen houghs^ he sees, bode certain dearth^ 
Unless transplanted to more hindly earth. 
So, the poor husbands of the stage^ who found 
Their labours lost upon ungrateful ground. 
This last and only remedy have proved ', 
And hope new fruit from ancient stocks rcmoo^d^ 
Well may they hope, when you so hindly aid. 
Well plant a soil, which you so rich have madx^ 
As Nature gave the world to man^sfrst age, 
Sofrom your bounty we receive this stage*, 
Thi freedom man was born to^you^ve restored. 
And to our world such plenty you afford. 
It seems, like Eden^ fruitful of its own accord* 
But since in Paradise frail Jlesh gave way. 
And when but two were made, both went astray; 
Forbear your wonder, and the fault forgive. 
If, in our larger family^ we grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain would gratefully repay. 
What our endeavours can, and bring this day, 
The Jirst^ fruit offering of a virgin play : 
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fVe hope therms something that may please each tasUf 

And thd* ofhomdyfare we make the/east^ 

Tttyou will find variety at least. 

Therms humour^ which for cheerfulfriends we got. 

And for the thinhing party there* s a plot. 

We've something too, to gratify ill- nature 

(If there be any here) — and that is satire. 

Tho* satire scarce dares grin, *tis grown so mild. 

Or only shews its teethy as if it smird. 

As asses thistles, poets mumble wit^ 

And dare not bitCy for fear of being bit. 

They hold their penSy as swords are held by fools. 

And are afraid to use their own edge- tools.' 

Since the Plain Dealer'' s scenes of manly rage. 

Not one has dafd to lash this crying age. 

This time, the poet owns the bold essay, 

Tet hopes there's no ill-manners in his play : 

And he declares by me, he has designed 

Affront to none \ but franhly speahs his mind. 

And, should th* ensuing scenes not chance to hit. 

He offers but this one excuse — *twas writ 

Before your late encouragement of wit. 
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ACTT. SCENE r. 



VAisxTimE,miisCkml>errotdi9g; J ekemy waiting, 
Smetal Backs upon the Table, 

VnhUine. 
JiiEMri 

/rr. , Sir., 

Vol. Jiere, tatoe,away j I'll w»lk^ turn, 5md digest 
what I have xeenl.-- 

Jer, Y«tt'Jl,gr0w -deviUrfi fat ufwi this paper diet ! 
IMidcj and taking away the books, 

VcU A«4d'y€,l»e»r? go y,o^ to breakfast— There's 
a psgf 4911^4 4pwii ui £j)iil^|us» that is a feast for 
aa emperor, 

/cr. Was £f)i^tH3 a real ;C<«)k, or did hp only 
write receipts ? 

Vol, Read, r«ad, sirrah, and refine your appetite ; 
ie»a to )iiee opon insti^km; least your mind, aud 
certify yiiur flesb. Read 4«nd talt^ your 4M)uri»h- 
B 
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ment in at your eyes; shut up your mouth, and chew 
the cud of understanding. So Epifletus advises. 

Jer, O Lord ! I have heard much of him, when I 
waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge. Pray what 
was that Epifletus ? 

Val. A very.jtfflh man — ^not worth a groat. 

Jer, Humph ! and so he has made a very fine feast, 
where there is nothing to be eaten. 

VaL Yes. 

Jer, Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably under- 
stand this fine feeding : but, if you please, I had ra- 
ther be at board-wages. Does your Epi6letus, or 
your Seneca here, or any of these poor rich rogues^ 
teach you how to pay your debts without money ? 
Will they shut up the mouths of your creditors ? Will 
Plato be bail for you ? or Diogenes, because he un - 
derstands confinement, and lived in a tub, go to pri-r 
son for you ? 'Slife, sir, what do you mean, to mew 
yourself up here with three or four musty books, in 
commendation of starving and poverty ? 

Fai. Why, sirrah, I have no money, you know it j 
and therefore resolve to rail at all that have : and in 
that I but follow the examples of the wisest and wit- 
tiest men in all ages — these poets and philosophers, 
whom you naturally hate, for just such another rea- 
son ; because they abound in sense, and you are a 
fool. 

Jer. Ay, sir, I am a fool, I know it: and yet. 
Heaven help me, I'm poor enough to be a wit. — But 
I was always a fool, when I told you what your ex- 
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penccs would bring you to ; your coaches and your 
liveries ; your treats and your balls ; your being in 
love with a lady that did not care a farthing for you 
in your prosperity; and keeping company with wits, 
that cared for nothing but your prosperity, and now 
when you are poor, hate you as mi|Q]x as they do one 
another. 

Vai. Well! and now I am poor, I have an oppor- 
tunity to be revenged on them all j I'll pursue Ange- 
lica with more love than ever, and appear more no- 
toriously her admirer in this restraint, than when I 
openly rivaled the rich fops that made court to her. 
So shall my poverty be a mortification to her pride, 
and perhaps make her compassionate the love, which 
has principally reduced me to this lowness of fortune. 
And for the wits, I'm sure I am in a condition to be 
even with them. 

Jer. Nay, your condition is pretty even with theirs, 
that's the truth on't. 

Fai. I'll take some of their trade out of their hands. 

Jer, Now Heaven of mercy continue the tax upon 
paper ! — ^You don't mean to write ? 

Fal, Yes, I do ; 1*11 write a play. 

Jer, Hem 1 — Sir, if you please to give me a small 
certificate of three lines — only to certify those whom 
it may concern. That the bearer hereof, Jeremy 
Fetch by name, has for the space of seven years truly 
and faithfully served Valentine Legend, Esquire ; and 
that he is not now turned away for any misdemeanour 
Bij 
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but does vohmtarily dmniss hii master from any fu* 
ture authority orer him-^ 

Fai, No, sirrah ; you shall live with me still. 

Jfr. Sir, it's impossible— I may die with you^ 
starve with you, or be damned with your works i 
but to live, even three days, the life of a play, I no 
more expe6l it, than to be canonized for a muse after 
my decease. 

Fal. You arc witty, yow rog;ue, I shall wait yoiur 
help — ril have you learn to Biake couplets, to tag the 
ends of a6h. D'ye hear ? get the maids to crambo 
in an evening, and learn the knack of rhifloing ; you 
may arrive at the height of a song sent by an un- 
known hand, or a chocolate -house lampocHft. 

Jer. But, sir, is this the way to recover your ^ 
ther's favour ? Why Sir Sampson will be irreconcile- 
able. If your younger brother should come froia 
sea, he'd never look upon you again. YouVe un- 
done, sir ; you're ruined ; you won't have a friend 
left in the world, if you tium poet.— Ah, pox con- 
found that Will's coffee •house, it has ruined more 
young men than the Royal Oak lottery I — Nothing 
thrives that belongs to it. The man of the house 
would have been an alderman by this time with half 
the trade, if he had set Up in the city.— For my part, 
I never sit at the door, that I don't get double the 
stomach that I do at a horse-race. The air upon 
Banstead Downs is nothing to it for a vvhctter j yet I 
never see it, but the spirit of famine appears to me — 
sometimes like a decayed porter, worn out with pimp- 
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ing, and carrying billet-doux and songs; not like 
other porters -for hire, but for the jest's sake. — Now 
like a thin chairman, melted down to half his pro- 
portion, with carrying a poet upon tick, to visit some 
great fortune ; and his fare to be paid him, like the 
wages of sin, either at the day of marriage, or the 
day of death. 

" Fal, Very well, sir; can you proceed? 

" Jer. Sometime like a bilked bookseller, with a 
** meagre terrified countenance, that looks as if he 
•* had written for himself, or were resolved to turn 
« author, and bring the rest of his brethren into the 
** same condition. And lastly, in the form of a 
<* worn-out punk, with verses in her hand, which 
«* her vanity had preferred to settlements, without a 
*• whole tatter to her tail, but as ragged as one of 
<* the muses ; or as if she was carrying her linen to 
** the paper-mill, to be converted into folio books of 
** warning to all young maids, not to prefer poetry 
** to good sense ; or lying in the arms of a needy wit, 
** before the embraces of a wealthy fool." 

£ff//f Scandal. 
Scand, What ! Jeremy holding forth ? 
Vol. The rogue has (with all the wit he could mus- 
ter up) been declaiming against wit. 

Scand* Ay ? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: 
for wherever it is, it's always contriving its own ruin. 
Jer, Why so 1 have been telling my master, sir. 
B iij 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Ill LOTE FOX LOTB. AB h 

Mr. Scandal, for Heaven's sake, sir, try if you can 
dissuade him from turnii^ poet. 

Scand. Poet I He shall turn soklier first, and ra- 
ther depend upon the outside of his head, than the 
lining 1 Why, what the devil! has not your poverty 
made you enemies enough? must you needs shew 
• your wit to get more ? 

Jer, Ay, more indeed i for who cares for any body 
tliat lias more wit than himself? 

Scand* Jeremy speaks like an oracle. Don't you 
see how worthless great men and dull rich rogues 
avoid a witty man of »nal] fortune ? Why^ he iooks 
like a writ of inquiry into their titles and estates; and 
seems commissioned by Heaven to seize the better half. 

VaL Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be 
revenged, 

Scmd. Rail I at wiiem ? the whole world ? Impo- 
tent and vjrtn I WbowoaWldiea martyrtosCTise^ina 
country where the religion is foily ? Y«u may sttnd 
at bay for a while ; but, when the fid I cry is against 
you, you sha'nt have fair play lor your life. If you 
can't be fairly run down by the hounds, you will be 
treacherously shot by the himtsnien. — No, turn pimp, 
flatterer, quack, lawyer, " parson, be chaplain to an 
*' atheist, or stallion to an old woman," any thing 
but poet. A modern poet is worse, more servile, 
timorous, and fawning, than any 1 have named : with- 
out you could retrieve the ancient honours of the 
name, recal the stage of Athens, and be allowed the 
force of open honest satire. 
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Va/. You arc as inveterate against our poets, as if 
your chara^er had been lateiy exposed upon the 
stage. — Nay, I am not violently bent upon the trade. 
'^OtK JknacAs.] Jeremy, see whose there, [Jer. ^mi 
to the door.l — But tell me what you would have me 
do ? — What do tlie world say of me, and my forced 
confinement \ 

ScantL The world behaves itself^ as it uses to do on 
such occasions. Some pity you, and condemn your 
£tther : others excuse him, and blame you. Only the 
ladies are merciful, and wish you well : since love and 
pleasurable expence have been your greatest faults. 

Jeremy rdturnsm 

Vd, How now \ 

Jer. Nothing new, sir. I have dispatched some 
half a dozen duns with as iBuch dexterity as an hua^* 
gry judge does causes at dinner-time. 

Vnl, What answer have yoi* giveii them ? 

Scand. Patience, i suppose*-^he oldrecei^! 

Jer. No, faith, sir: I have put ttiem oft' so long with 
patience and forbearance, and other fair words, that I 
was forced to tell them in plain downright English— 

VaL What? 

Jer. That they should be paid. 

VaL When? 

Jer, To-morrow. 

Vcd. And how the devil do you mean to keep y^^r 
word ? 

Jcr, Keep ijt ? Not at all : it has been so very much 
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Stretched, that I reckon it will break ot course 
by to-morrow, and nobody be surprised at the mat- 
ter I — [knocking.'] — Again I Sir, if you don't like my 
negociation, will you be pleased to answer these your- 
self? 

Fal. Sec who they are. [Exit Jeremy.] By this, 
Scandal, you may see what it is to be great. Secre- 
taries of state, presidents of the council, and generals 
of an army, lead just such a life as I do ; have just 
such crowds of visitants in a morning, all soliciting 
of past promises ; which are but a civiler sort of 
duns, that lay claim to voluntary debts. 

Scand, And you, like a truly great man, having 
engaged their attendance, and promised more than 
ever you intended to perform, are more perplexed to 
find evasions, than you would be to invent the honest 
means of keeping your word, and gratifying your cre- 
ditors. 

VtU, Scandal, learn to spare your friends, and do 
not provoke your enemies. This liberty of your 
tongue will one day bring confinement on your body, 
my friend. 

£n/^r Jeremy. 

Jer. O, sir, there's Trapland the scrivener, with 
two suspicious fellows like lawful pads, that would 

knock a man down with pocket tipstaves ! And 

there's your father's steward ; and the nurse, with one 
of your children, from Twit'nam. 

VaL Pox on her 1 could she find no other time to 
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fling my sios in my face } Here I giv« her dii$> [^^i 
«ton(ry.] and bid her trouble me no more ; ** a thought- 
** less, two-handed whore I Slie knows my condition 
'< well enoughy and might have overlaid the child a 
** fortnight ago, if she had any forecast in her.*' 

SatttiL Whaty is it bouncing Margery, with my god- 
son ? 

Jer, Yes, sir. 

Scand. My blessing to> the boy, with this token 
[gives money. '\ of my love. ** And, d'ye hear, bid 
*' Margery put more flocks in lier bed, shift twice a 
«« week, and not work so bard, that she may not 
*< smell so vigorously. — I shall take the air shortly." 

Vol, ** Scandal, don't spoil my boy's milk."— ^id 
Trapland come in. If I can give that Cerberua a 
sop, 1 shall be at rest for one day. 

[Jeremy goes ouiy and brings in Trapland. 

Vol. O Mr. Trapland 1 my old friend 1 welcaroe. — 
Jeremy, a chair quickly : a bottle of sack avd a toast 
— fly — a chair first. 

TrapU A. good morning to you, Mr» Valentine \ 
and to you, Mr. Scandal. 

Scaud, The morning's a very good morning, if you 
dou*t spoil it. 

VaL Come, sit you down ; you know his way» 

Trapl. [sits,'] There is a debt, Mr, Valentine, of 
fifteen huiuired pounds, of pretty long standing-— 

VaL I cannot talk about business with a thirsty pft* 
laie. — Sirrah I the sack I 
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TrapL And I desire to know what course you have 
taken for the payment. 

Fai. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to see you 
— ^my service to you I fill, fill, to honest Mr. Trapland 
—fuller! 

Trapl, Holdl sweetheart — ^this is not to our business. 

— My service to you, Mr. Scandal! — IdrinAs.'} 1 

have forborn as long — 

Val. T'other glass, and then we'll talk— Fill, Je- 
remy. 

TrapL No more, in truth — I have forborn, I say — 

Fal. Sirrah ! fill I when I bid you. — And how does 
your handsome daughter ? — Come, a good husband 
to her. [drinks, 

TrapL Thank you — I have been out of this money— 

FaL Drink first. Scandal, why do you not drink? 

[7X9/ drink* 

TrapL And, in short, I can be put off no longer. 

FaL I was much obliged to you for your supply : it 
did me signal service in my necessity. But you de- 
light in doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my 
friend Trapland's health. An honester man lives 
not, nor one more ready to serve his friend in dis- 
tress ; though I say it to his face. Come, fill each man 
his glass. 

Scand. What ? I know Trapland has been a whore- 
master, and loves a wench still. You never knew a 
whore-master that was not an honest fellow. 

TrapL Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew !— 
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Scand, What don't I know ?— -I know the buxom 
black widow in the Poultry — Eight hundred pounds 
a year jointure, and twenty thousand pounds in mo* 
ney. Ahahl old Trap! 

Val. Say you so, i' faith > Come, we'll remember 
the widow : I know whereabouts you are ; come, to 
the widow* 

TrapL No more, indeed. 

Val. What I the widow's health? Give it him— off 
with it. [They drink,'] — A lovely girl, i' faith, black 
sparkling eyes, soft pouting ruby lips 1 Better sealing 
there, than a bond for a million, ha 1 

Trapt. No, no, there's no such thing ; we'd better 
mind our business— You're a wag I 

Val, No, faith, we'll mind the widow's business : 
fill again. — Pretty round heaving breasts, a Barbary 
shape, and a jut with her bum, would stir an ancho- 
rite ; and the prettiest foot 1 Oh, if a man could but 
listen his eyes to her feet as they steal in and out, 
and play at bo-peep under her petticoats — ha! Mr. 
Tiapland 1 

Trapl, Verily, give me a glass — ^you're a wag— 4md 
fcre's to the widow. [Drinks, 

Scmtd, He begins to chuckle — ^ply him close, or 
he'll relapse into a dun. 

Enter Officer, 
Offi, By your leave, gentlemen. — Mr. Trapland, if 
we nuist do our office, tell us.— We have half a do- 
zen gentlemen to arrest in Pall-maH and Covent- 
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guxkn; snd if we-don't make hacte, the charrmen 
will foe abroad, asd block up tlie chocolate-bouses ; 
aad tfaen •our labottr's lost. 

TrapL Odso, that's true. Mr. Valetitiae, I love 
minh ; but bHsiness jniist be done ; are yeu xeady 
to 

Jer. Sir, your father's steward says, he ceraes to 
make proposals concerning your debts. 

•fW. Bid lum come in : Mr. Tra^nd» eend away 
your oflfcer; yo« shall have an answer pr^ently. 

T^L Mr. Snap, stay within c^l. lExitVffitxr* 

Btitr Stemopdt «tNb wiupert VA4i£NTiNE. 

Scand, Here's a 4€>g now, a tnk&r m his winet 
SitnAH nefand the sack : Jeremy, fetch him some 
wammdHer ; or I'U rip «p hiis >st<miich,'tuid go the 
shottefttiray to hi9 conodence* 

Tpm^, Mr. S<iafida1, you a«ie traiciviL I did not vn- 
Xaoymtr sack ; bvtyoa csmiotCKpe^ it again, v^heii 
I iiave dnstik'jt. 

Scand, And how do you expe£l to have yoor money 
agm)ivhea a geKtlooatm has fipont it f 

VitL You need say no more. I imdierstand A 
loaiKlitions; ihey»fefincry band, but my neoesskyis 
very pressing : I agree to them. Take Mr. Trap- 
land with you, and let him draw the writing.— 
Mr. Trapland, youlftAOwthls man; he shall satisfy 
*yott« 

TfapL Sii«cefl<ly, J am ik3lii to be thus i>Fe59i«i^ ^ 
jny «ecesMiy-^ 
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'T^^. i Irope yott ftwgtve wie ; ftjy business rc- 

Scand, He Aeg« pardon Ute a iwfftsgmfen at an tace- 
cution. 
Vol. But I have^g^iiTeprt^Ste. 
5caa</. I am surprised ^ wiiaA, <bcs yo»r father re- 
lent ? 

f^/. i«Jo;5 he has sent*H* thelurrdest conditioiis in 
the world. You have heard of a booby brother of 
miiie, rfwt was'sent'te-fiea^ln^e^yeirs j^o ? ^5'lifebro- 
Iter, my father heart, is knded ; ^ hereupon i«e v«»y 
affectionately sends ihc wfard, ** If I wiH «iafce^^ed 
« of <:©iw«ya«ice Of *iy rrigte to 1i?s estate after « his 
*" ^eftth'^o Thy yort^r brother, he will imniediattly 
** lumdh^e'i^^ four tkousflkid poiiods tofay tny 
^•dtebts, ai«i make iriy feit«i*©.** Tliife ^was onoe ^jro- 
posed before, gtnd I i^fosed tt ; tbot flie fwjsent im- 
fstie^ce df my crdditcirs for then: iMMey, and wiy own 
»*p«tiMi0e''of GC»rtfkteWfciit, ««d absence fmm A«ge- 
Aa^ fot<ce^ ifte «o to'nsent . 

»«W/. A Arery despetafe dttiiOH^VltSon of "yoiTr love 
^ AttgefitJr'1 and I thitfk ^e*has titver "given you ^rry 
•«Sftir«icfe oflfhfers. - 

Pbl. * You Kftow her ^temper ; she never gave me 
-ftiV'f rtiifc 1^a«on eit^et for ht)pe <it despair* 

iS<?4«/. 'WcffA<*n of her -aii^Jr' temptfr, a^ they seldom 
lWtik%t?fore#«y^^, so they-tafrely give us any light 
C 
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to guess at what they mean : but you have little rea- 
son to believe that a woman of this age, who has had 
an indifference for you in your prosperity, will fall 
in love with your ill-fortune. Besides, Angelica has 
a great fortune of her own ; and great fortunes either 
expedl anotlier great fortune, or a fool. 

£n/erj£RBMY« 

Jer, More misfortunes, sir. 

Vat, What, another dun ? 

Jtr. No, sir ; but Mr. Tattle is come ^o wait upon 
you. ' 

fa/. Well, I cannot help it — you must bring him 
up ; he knows I don't go abroad. [Exit Jer. 

Scand* Pox on him, I'll be gone. 

fW. No, pr'ythee stay: Tattle and you should 
never be asunder; you are light and shadow, and 
shew one another. He is perfectly thy reverse both 
in humour and understanding; and, as you set up for 
defamation, he is a mender of reputations. 

Scand, A mender of reputations ! ay, just as he is a 
keeper of secrets, another virtue that he sets up for 
in the same manner. For the rogue will spcijc 
aloud in the posture of a whisper; and deny a 
woman's name, while he gives you the marks of her 
person. ** He will forswear receiving a letter from 
** her, and at the same time shew you her hand in 
<* the superscription : and yet perhaps he has coun- 
" terfeited her hand too, and sworn to a truth ; but 
" he hopes not to be believed; and refuses the rcptt- 
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'< tation of a lady's favour, as a do6tor says no to a 
*' bishopricky only that it may be granted him.""-In 
short, he is a public professor of secrecy, and makes 
proclamation that he holds private intelligence. — He 
is here. 

Enter Tattle. 

Tatt. Valentine, good morrow: Scandal, I am yours 
—that is, when you speak well of me. 

Scand, That is, when I am yours ? for while I am 
my own, or any body's else, that will never happen. 

Tatt. How inhuman I 

Val. Why, Tattle, you need not be much concerned 
at any thing that he says : for to converse with Scan- 
dal, is to play at Losing Loadum ; you must lose a 
good name to him, before you can win it for your- 
self. 

TatL But how barbarous that is, and how unfortu- 
nate for him, that the world shall think the better of 
any person for his calumniation I — I thank Heaven, 
it has always been a part of my cha rafter to handle 
the reputations of others very tenderly indeed. 

Scand. Ay, such rbtten reputations as you have to 
deal with are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tatt, Nay, why rotten ? why should you say rotten, 
when you know not the persons of whom you speak > 
How cruel that is ! 

Scand, Not know them ? Why, thou never hadst to 
do with any one that did not stink to all the town. 

Cij 
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T^tU Ha^hsiyhii naX) now ^lou maka a jesl ol it 
indeed. For thcr^ k nothing more known, thantkat 
m^boily kj^ews a«>! thing o£ that nature of me. As I 
hope to be saT«4»iV#tairtifie> I never exposed a wo* 
man, since I knew what woman was. 

Fal. And yet you have conversed with several ? 

Tatt. To be free with you I have — I don't care if I 
om^ that^-ruay^ more (rnLg;«iag to say a bokl word 
now), I never cquJ4 mod^k Yidl% a womaa that had 
tp, d9 with, ai^ b^4y ejse, 

Sciini(» Hovy I 

Fal. Nay, faith, I'm apt tp believe biu»?— ej^^t 
her hu^ban<fc Tattle. 

Tatt. Oh tha^-- 

^caniL What tJiink you, of that noble C9«^nw?n«f* 
Mrs. Drab ? 

Tate. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made Ip^C 
brags in three or four places* that I mA thi^ a«d that, 
and writ to hefx ai\d did I koav not.wb^t-w^but^ujxjfl, 
my reputatipn, she dji4 nic v<frong*^weU, wgUj^ that 
was malice— but I know the bo,i,ton^ <jif it. She was 
, bribed tg that by oaci we al\ kA9iw-|-a waa too— only 
to brii^g me into disgrace wi^h * <?ertain wo«ian of 
quality — 

$canfl^ Whqm we; all lyxovv, 

Tatt, NQi3ftattejr for th^^^X^^ Y^^ ^^^^V ^^^ 
knows — no doubt on*t, every body kijows my secrets! 
— rBut I soon S4tis^4 the la4K o^roy ipnocence; for 
I told h^^Mftda?^!* says I, there ^r^ §oifte persoe* 
who make it their business to tell stories, and say this 
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and that of one and the other, and every thing in the 
world ; and, says I, if your grace — 

Scand, Grace J 

Tatt, O Lord, what have I said ? My unhicky 

tongue ! 

VaL Ha, ha, ha! 

Scand, Why, Tattle, thou hast more impudence 
than one can in reason expe6l : I shall have an esteem 
for thee — well, and ha, ha, ha I well, go on, and 
what did you say to her grace ? 

f^ai. I confess this is something extraordinary. 

Tatt. Not a word, as I hope to be saved ; an arranf 
lapsus lingua ! — Come, let us talk of something else. 

Fal. Well, but how did you acquit yourself ? 

Tan. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, 1 only rallied 
with you. — A woman of ordinary rank was a little 
jealous of me, and I told her something or other — 
faith, I know not what,— Come, let's talk of some- 
thing else. • [Hums a song, 

Scand, Hang him, let him alone ; he has a mind we 
should inquire. 

Tatt, Valentine, I supped last night with your mis- 
tress, and her uncle old Foresight : I think your father 
lies at Foresight's. 

Vol. Yes. 

Tatt, Upon my soul, Angelica's a fine woman.— 
And so is Mrs. Foresight, and her sister Mrs. FraiJ. 

Scand, Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine woman j we 
all know her. 

Tatt. Oh, that is not fair. 
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acani- What? 

Tatt. To tell. 

Scand. To tell what ? Why, what do you know of 
Mrs. Frail } 

Tatt. Who I ? Upon honour I don't know wl^th?^ 
she be a man or woman ; but by tJ^Q ^inoQthne^ of 
ber chin, amj rounduoss of tier hip«* 

^0^. No I 
. Tatt. No. 

Scand. She says othcrwiw* 

Tat^. ImpQ»&ibUl 

S^aitd' Ye*, f^itj^. Arf^Valentiuoflac. 

Tau. Why then, as I hop* to ^ saved. I b^li^vc J| 
woman only obliges a ipaB to secr^sy, that yh* xpay 
\\^vt the pleasure qf tilling herself. 

^and. No doubt on it. Well, but l>as she doi>e yptf 
wroug, or pq ? V"H h*vp had l>er ? ha ? 

Tail. Though I have mQf^ hpnour t)>aii to t^U 
fif St ; I have more manners than to contradi/^ >v|)«f 
a )ady has declared. 

Scand. Well, you own it ? 

Tatt. I am stfang/ely surprised I yp$j yjes, I cannot 
deny it, if she taxes me with it. 

Scand. She'll be here by and by | $he ^s Va^jf 
tine every morning. 

TfiU. How! 

Y^L 3he does me the favqur--4 ineao, of a v^t 
♦ometune*. 1 did nqt think she had granted «»r« ^^ 
any body. 

^ca»</. Nor I, faith.— But Tattle iioes not use to 

t 
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belie a lady ; it is contrary to his character. -wHow 
one ukay be deceived la a woman^ Vakntine I 

9a«. N^y* what do you m^an, gei^lemea 2 

^««4^. I'm resolved 1*11 ask her. 

2tf//, Q barbarous I Why did you not tell Bie-r* 

Scand. No, you told us. 

3al^, And bid jne a*k ValoftHne | 

fa/. What did I say ? I hope you won't bf ing me 
to confess an answer, when you never as^ed me ^he 
qi^e^tion 1 

TqU- ^^lu s^entle^fieqy \\\^ is t^e m>sx inhuq^a 
proceeding. 

Vat. Nay, if you have kftown Sca^wial thus long,^ 
an4 c^J^npl avpi4 spdi a palpable d^coy a» this w?s ; 
the ladies have a fine time, whose reputations are in 
your Ke^pii)g. 

fn/<r Jeremy. 

Jcr. Sir, Mfs. Frail has sent to IjLnow if you arc 
stirring. 

Vol. Sl)ew her up when she comes. [^Exit Jer. 

T(Ui. I'll be gone. 

Val, you'll meet her. 

Tau. U there not aback way ? 

Val, If there were, you have more discretion t)ian 
to give Scandal such an advantage ; why, your run- 
ning away will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tatt, Scandal, you will not be so ungenerous— O, I 
phall lose my reputation of secrecy for ever. — I sjialj 
never he received but upoa public days ; and niy 
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visits will never be admitted beyond a drawing-room ; 
I shall never see a bed-chamber again, never be 
locked in a closet, nor run behind a screen, or under 
a table ; never be distinguished among the waiting 

women by the name of trusty Mr. Tattle more. 

You will not be so cruel ? 

FaL Scandal, have pity on him ; he'll yield to any 
conditions. 

Tatt. Any, any terms. 

Scand, Come then, sacrifice half a dozen women of 

good reputation to me presently. Come, where 

are you familiar ? ^And! see that they are women 

of quality too, the first quality. 

T(UU 'Tis very hard. Won't a baronet's lady 

pass? 

Scand* No, nothing under a right honourable. 

Tatt, O inhuman 1 You don't expe6l their names ? 

Scand. No, their titles shall serve. 

Tatt, Alas, that is the same thing. Pray spare me 
their titles ; I'll describe their persons. 

Scand, Well, begin then. But take notice, if you 
are so ill a painter, that I cannot know the person by 
your pidlure of her, you must be condemned, like 
other bad painters, to write the name at the bottom. 

Tatt. Well, first then . 

Enter Mrs, Frail. 

O unfortunate ! she's come already. Will you have 
patience till another time ? — I'll double the number. 
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ScojuL Well^.oa t^s^t condition — T.aJce heed you 
don't f^U me. 

Mrs. f, I shall get a fine reputation, by coming to 
scj? fellows in a morning I Scandal, you devil, are you 
here too ? Oh, Mr. Tattle, every thjn^ ift safe with. 
you,,we.baow. 

Scand^ Tattle! 

Tatf, Mwm QQiad^i^,,you,4p ipc tQQ much, 

l)Q90ur. 

Fa/: WeU, la(Jy Qalloper, how dpes AjogelijSa i 

Mrs,. F. Aijgelica ? — Manners! 

Fal. What, you will allow an absent lover — 

Mrs, F, No, ril allow a lover present with his mjs- 
tj;ess to be particular — but otherwise I think his. pas- 
sion ought to give pl^ce to hjs mg,nneFs. 

Fal^ But what ijf he has more passion tjiafli uian- 
ners? 

Mrs. F. Then let him marry, and reform. 

Fal. Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his 
passion; but it very rarely mends a man*s manners^ 

Mrs. F, You are the most mistaken in the world ; 
there is no creature perte6^1y civil, but a hjusband : 
for in a littl^ time he grows only rude to his wife ; 
ifcnd th«^t is the higlie&t good-breeding, for it begets 
his civility to other people. Well, i*ll tell you new§; 
but, I suppose, you heard your brother Blenjamia is 
1^4ed. And my brother Foresight's daughter is 
come out of the country — I assure you, there's % 
ipatch talk'dof by the old people. — Well, if he be 
but as great a sea beast, as she is a land monster*, w^ 
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shall have a most amphibious breed — ^the progeny 
will be all otters : he has been bred at sea, and she 
has never been out of the country. 

Vol. Pox take them ! their conjunction bodes me 
no goody I'm sure. 

Mrs. F. Now you talk of conjunction, my brother 
Foresight has cast both their nativities, and prog- 
nosticates an admiral and an eminent justice of the 
peace to be the issue male of their two bodies. 'Tis 
the most superstitious old fool 1 He would have per- 
suaded me, that this was an unlucky day, and would 
not let me come abroad : but I invented a dream, 
and sent him to Artemidorus for interpretation, and 
so stole out to see you. Well, and what will you 
give me now ? Come, I must have something. 

FaL Step into the next room — and I'll give you 
something. 

Scand. Ay, we'll all give you something. 

Mrs. F. Well, what will you give me ? 

Vai. Mine's a secret. 

Mrs. F. I thought you would give me something 
that would be a trouble to you to keep. 

FaL And Scandal shall give you a good name. 

Mrs, F, That's more than he has for himself. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle ? 

Tatt. I ? My soul, madam. 

Mrs. F. Pooh, no, I thank you, I have enough to 
do to take care of my own. Well ; but I'll come and 
see you one of these mornings : I hear, you have a 
^reat many piclures. 
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Itatt, I have a pretty good colleftion, at your ser- 
vice ; some originals. 

Scand. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seasons 
and the Twelve Caesars, paltry copies ; and the Five 
Senses, as ill represented as they are in himself; and 
he himself is the only original you will see there. 

Mrs. F, Ay, but I hear he has a closet of beauties. 

Scand, Yes, all that have done him favours, if you 
will believe him. 

Mrs. F. Ay, let me see those, Mr, Tattle. 

Tatt. Oh, madam, those are sacred to love and con- 
templation. No man but the painter and myself was 
ever blest with the sight. 

Mrs. F. Well, but a woman — 

Tatt. Nor woman, till she consented to have her 
pi^ure there too— for then she is obliged to keep the 
secret. 

Scand. No, no ? come to me if you'd see pidlures. 

Mrs. F. You ? 

Scand. Yes, faith, I can shew you your own pi6hire, 
and most of your acquaintance, to the life, and as 
like as at Kneller's. 

Mrs. F. O lying creature ! — Valentine, does not he 
lie ? — I can't believe a word he says. 

Val. No, indeed he speaks truth now : for, as 
Tattle has piftures of all that have granted him fa- 
vours, he has the pictures of all that have refused 
him— if satires, descriptions, charafters, and lam- 
poons, are pictures. 

Scand. Yes, mine are most in black and white — and 
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yet there at* some set out in fhehr trae irtjtedrs, both 
men and women. 1 can shew you pride; 'R>lly, af- 
^ftation, wantonness, inconstancy, covctousncis, dis- 
simulation, malice, and ignorancie, all in one ^ce. 
iThen I can shew 70U lying, foppety, Vaiiity, cOtvar- 
dice, btaggfng, " lechery, impotence,^' and trglihc'ss, 
in another piece ; and yet one of th&se ife a ceh?brated 
l)eauty, and t'other ia professed bt^au. 1' liavit paint- 
ings too, some pleasant enough. 

Mrs. F. Cortie, let^ hear them. 

Scdnd. Why, t "have a beau in fca^io, dtfpphig for 
a coinplcixibn, and sweating for a ^ape. 

Mrs. F. So ! 

Scand, Then I have a lady burnmg brandy m a cel- 
lar with a hackney-coachman. 

Mrs. f, O devil 1 Well, hut tliat story is not tru6. 

Scand, I have some hieroglyphicks too. I "have a 
lawyer, with a hundred hands, ^00 h^ds, and W 
one face ; a divine, with two faces, and one Tiead { 
anii I have a soMier, with his bi^ains in his belly, and 
his heart where y\s head should be. 

Mrs, F, And no head : 

Scand, No head. 

Mrs, F. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you never 
a poet } 

Scdnd, Yes, I have a p66t, weighing words, and 
selling praise for praise ; and a critic pickbg ^^^ 
pocket. « I ha\^e another large pifece too, reprc- 
** senting a school ; where there are 'huge-propor- 
*• tioned critics, -with long Wigs, lactfdcbafs, SteWkirk 
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" cravats, and terrible faces ; with catcalls in their 
** hands, and horn-books about their necks.'* I 
have many more of thbkind, very well painted, as 
you shall see. 

Mrs. F. Well, I'll come, if it be but to disprove 
you. 

Enter J EKElAY. 

Jer. Sir, here's the steward again from your father, 

Vai. I'll come to him.— Will you give me leave ? 
I'll wait on you again presently. 

Mrs, F, No, ril be gone. Gome, who squires me 
to the Exchange ? I must call on my srster Fore- 
sight there. 

Scaftd. 1 will : I liaVe a mind to your sister. 

Mrs. F. Civil! 

Tatt. I will ; because I have a tendre for your lady- 
sliip. 

Mrs. F, That's somewhat the better reason, to my 
opinion. 

Scdhd. WeW, if T«fle enlertdins you, I TiaVe the 
better opportunity to eiigage your ^ster. 

Vol. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard con- 
ditions, to come abroad, and be at libeirty to see her. 

Scand. I'll give an -Account of you and your pro- 
<ieedings. If indisci*etion be a sign iA love, you arc 
the most a lover of any body that I -kttow. Y^u 
fancy that parting with your estate will help you to 
your mistress — In Yhy mind, lie is a thoughtless ad- 
venturer, 

D 
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Who hopes to purchase wealth by selling land; 

Or win a mistress ztfith a losing hand. {^Exeunt, 



ACTIJ. SCENE I. 

A Room in SoiL%siGHT*s House. Enter Foresight 
and ServarU. 

Foresight, 

Hey-day! What arc all the women of my family 
abroad ? Is not my wife come home? nor my sister? 
nor my daughter I 

Serv* No, sir. 

For, Mercy on us ! what can be the meaning of it i 
Sure the moon is in all her fortitudes 1 Is my niece 
Angelica at home ? 

Serv, Yes, sir. 

For. I believe you lie, sir* 

Serv, Sir? 

For. I say, you lie, sir. It is impossible that any 
thing should be as I would have it ; for I was bom, 
sir, when the crab was ascending ; and all my affairs ^ 
go backward. I 

Serv. I can't tell indeed, sir. 

For, No, I know you can't sir. But I can tell, and 
foretell, sir. 

Enter Nurse. 
For. Nurse, where's your young mistress? 
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Nurse. Wee'st heart I I know not, they're none of 
them come home yet. Poor child, I warrant she's 

fond of seeing the town ! Marry, pray Heaven 

they have given her any dinner! Good lack-a.day, 

ha, ha, ha ! O strange j 1*11 vow and swear now, ha, 
ha, ha ! marry, and did you ever see the like 1 

For, Why, how now, what's the matter ? 

Nurse. Pray Heaven send your worship good luck I 
marry, and amen, with all my heart 1 for you have 
put on one stocking with the wrong side outward. 

For. Ha, how ? Faith and troth, I'm glad of it ; 
and so I have ; that may be good luck in troth ; in 
troth it may, very good luck : nay I have had some 
omens. I got out of bed backwards too this morn- 
ing, without premeditation ; pretty good that too. 
But then I stumbled coming down stairs, and met 
a weasel ; bad omens those I Some bad, some good ; 
our lives are checquered : mirth and sorrow, want 
and plenty, night and day, make up our time. — But, 
in troth, I am pleased at my stocking — very well 
pleased at my stocking I — Oh, here's my niece! — 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampson Legend I'll wait on him 
if he's at leisure.— 'Tis now three o'clock, a very 
g6od hour for business ; Mercury governs this hour. 

l^Exit Servant. 

Enter Angelica. 
Ang. Is it not a good hour for pleasure too, uncle I 
Pray lend me your coach ; mine's out of order. 
For, What, would you be gadding too ? Sure all 
Dij 
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fiq^i^^ are ix^4 to-day. — U is of evil pprtent, aj^d 
bpdes. mischief to th^ n^aster pf a family. — I remem- 
ber an old prophecy, written by Messahalah the 
Arabian, ap4 thps translated by a reverend Buck- 
inghamshire b^rd : 

fV^n housezDWes all the house farmkef 
And leave goodnen to brew and htt>kf^ 
Hdt&guUm guUtf thm.kt it said, 
*BaU house datk stand, upm its he^,; 
AndzvJtem the had is set in gramd, 
Ne marUf if it btfndtfid Jwad. 

fruitful, the head; fruitful : that bodes horns ; the 
fruit of tl>e hej^d is horns ; Deaj nieqe, stay at home 
— for by the head of the house is meaat the hus- 
biMifl i the prpphecy needs no explanatipn^ 

Ang, Well, but I pan neither make you a cuckold, 
ujicle, by going abroad ; nor secure you from being 
ope, by staying at hprae. 

Bor. Yes, yes ; while there's one woman left, the 
prophecy is not in full foi;ce. 

Aug, But my inclinations are in force. I, have a 
mind tp go abroad ; and if you won't lend me your 
coach, ril take a hackney, or a chair ; and leave you 
to ere^ a scheme, and find who's in conjunftion with 
your wife. Why don't you keep her at home, if 
you're jealous of her when she's abroad ? You know 
my auot; is a little retrograde (as you call it) in her 
nature. Uncle, I'm afraid you are not lord of the 
ascendant! ha, ha, ha^ 
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For, Well, jill-flirt, you arc very pert*-and always 
ridiculing that celestial science. 

jfng. Nay, uncle, don't be angry. — If you arc, 1*11 
reap up all your false prophecies, ridiculous dreams, 
and idle divinations. I'll swear, you are a nuisance 
to the neighbourhood. — ^What a bustle did you 
keep against the last invisible eclipse, laying in pro- 
vision, as it were for a siege ! What a world of fire 
and candle, matches and tinderboxes, did you pur- 
chase! One would have thought we were ever 
after to live under ground ; or at least make a voyage 
to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark season. 
For» Why, you malapert slut I 
Ang. Will you lend me your coach ? or I'll go on. 
— ^Nay, I'll declare how you prophesied popery was 
coming, only because the butler had mislaid some of 
the apostle spoons, and thought they were lost. 
Away went religion and spoon-meat together I— In- 
liecd, uncle, I'll indite you for a wizard. 

For. How, hussy I was there ever such a pro- 
voking minx ? 

Nurse, O merciful father, how she talks I 
^ng. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful mid- 
night practices ; you and the old nurse there. 

Nurse. Marry, Heaven defend! — I at midnight 
praflices !— O Lord, what's here to do ? — I in un- 
lawful doings with my master's worship! — Why, did 
you ever hear the like now ? — Sir, did ever I do any 
thing of your midnight concerns — but warm your 
bed, and tuck you up, and set the candle and your 
D iij 
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tQ|>acco>box and your urinal by you, and now a^d 
then rub the soles of your feet ?— O Lord, I ! — 

Ang, Yes, \ saw you together, through the key- 
l^olc of the closet, one night, like Saul and the witch 
of Endor, turning th^ sieve s^ld sheers, and pricking 
your ttiumbs, to write poor innocent servants names 
in blood, about ^ little nutmeg-grater, ^hich she had 
fprgot in tlie capdle-cup. — Nay, I know something 
worse, if I would speak of it I 

For> \ defy ypM, \i\^^ ; but I'll remember ^his, 
I'll be revenged on you,^Qckatrice ; I*U hamper yo^ 
— You have your fortune in your own hands — ^but Til 
find a way to make ygi^r lover, your prodigal spend- 
thrift gallant, Valentine, pay for all, \ will. 

j^ng. Will you ? I c^re not ; but all shall out then. 
— " Look to it, nufse; I can bring witness that you 
** have a great unnatural teat under your left arm, 
" and he another ; and that you suckle a young de- 
** vil, in the shape of ataj)by cat, by turns ; I can. 

" Nuru, A teat, a teat, I an unnatural teat! 
** the false slanderous thing! Feel, feel here j if I 
" have any thing but lil^e another Christian !" 

[Cryitig. 

For, I will have patience, ^ince it is the will of the 
stars I should be thus tormented — this is the efFed of 
the malicious conjunctions and oppositions in the 
fhird house of my nativity ; there the curse ofkindrecj 
was foretold. — But I will have my doors locked up— 
I'll pimish you ; net a man shall enter my house. 

Ang, Do, uncle, lock them up quickly, (before my 
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aunt comes hojpae — you*U have a letter for alimony 
to-morrow morning ! — But let me be gone first; and 
t^ien let no mankinc^ come near the house : but con- 
verse >vith spirits and the celestial signs, the bull and 
the ram, and the goat. Bless me, there are a great 
many horned beasts among the twelve signs, uncle 1 
But cuckolds go to Heaven ! 

For* But there's but one virgin among the twelve 
signs, spit-fire I — but one virgin ! 

Ang, Nor there had not been that one, if she had 
had to do with any thing but astrologers, uncle 1 
"yh^t makes my aunt go abroad. 

For, J|ow ! how I is that the reason ? Come, you 
know something ; tell me, and Til forgive you; do, 
good niece. — ^.Come, you shall have my coach and 
horses — faith and troth, you shall.— -Does my wife 
conaplain ? Come, I know women tell one another. 
—She is young and sanguine, has a wanton hazel eye, 
and was bom under Gemini, which may incline her 
to society ; she has a mole upon her lip, with a moist 
palm, and an open liberality on the mount of Venus, 

jdn^. Ha, ha, ha! 

For, Do you laugh ? — Well, gentlewoman, I'll — 
But come, be a good girl, don't perplex your poor 
uncle ! Tell me — won't you speak ? Odd, 1*11 — 

Enter Servant, 
$erv. Sir Sampson is coming down, to wait upon 
you, sir. [Extt. 

ylng. Good b'ye, uncle.— Call me a chair.— I'll 
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find out my aunt, and tell her, she must not come 
home. [^*''- 

For, I am so perplexed and vexed, T am not fit to 
receive him ; I shall scarce recover myself before the 
hour be past. Go, nurse ; tell Sir Sampson, Tm rea- 
dy to wait on him. 

Nurse. Yes, sir. [Exit. 

For. Well — ^why, if 1 was born to be a cuckold, 
there's no more to be said!—He is here already. 

Enter Sir Sampson Legend with a paper. 
Sir S. Nor no more to be done, old boy; that is 
plain — ^here it is, I have it in my hand, old Ptolemy ; 
1*11 make the ungracious prodigal know who begat 
him ; I will, old Nostrodamus. What, I warrant, 
nw son thought nothing belonged to a father, but 
forgiveness and affection ; no authority, no correct 
tion, no arbitrary power— nothing to be done, but 
for him to offend, and me to pardon ! I warrant you, 
if he danced till doomsday, he thought I was to pay 
the piper. Well, but here it is under black and 
white, signatum, sigiilatuniy and deliberatum — that, as 
soon as my son Benjamin is arrived, he is to make 
over to him his right of inheritance. Where's my 
daughter that is to be — ^ha ! old Merlin ? Body of me, 
I'm so glad I'm revenged on this undutiful rogue! 

For, Odso, let me see ; let me see the paper. — Ay, 
faith and troth, here it is, if it will but hold— I wish 
things were done, and the conveyance made. — When 
was this signed ? what hour ? Odso, you should have . 
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consulted, me for tjie time. Well, but we'll make 
h$iste. 

SirS^ Haste! ay, ay, haste enough; my son Ben 
wili be in town to-night — I have ordered my lawyer 
to draw up writings of settlement and jointure — all 
shall be done to-night. — No matter for the time ; 
pr'ytjiee, brother Foresight, leave superstition. — Pox 
o' th' time ; there's no time but the time present ; 
there's no more to be said of what's past ; and all 
that is to come will happen. If the sun shine by 
day, and the stars by night— why, we shall know one 
another's faces without the help of a candle ; and 
that> all the stars are good for. 

For, How, how. Sir Sampson? that all ? Give me 
leave to cpntradj^l you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir 5. I tell you, I am wise: and sapiens dominabitur 
astris ; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an argu- 
ment to confound your Ephemeris. — Ignorant 1 — I 
tell you, I have travelled, old Fercu: and know the 
globe. I have seen the antipodes, where the sun 
ris^ at mid-night, and sets at noon-day. 

For, Bjit I telj you, I; have travelled, and tra>;elled 
in the celestial spheres; know the signs and the 
planets, and their houses ; can judge of motions di- 
T^£t and retrograde, of sextiles, quadrates, trines and 
oppositions, fiei^y trigons, and acquatical trigons; 
know whether lifie shall be long or short, happy or 
unhappy ; whether diseases are curable or incurable ; 
if joum^ shall be prosperous, undertakings success- 
fv4, or goods stolen recovered : I know — 
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Sir S. I know the length of the emperor of China's 
foot ; have kissed the Great Mogul's slipper, and rid 
a hunting upon an elephant with the cham of Tar- 
tar/. — Body o'me, I have made a cuckold of a king; 
and the present majesty of Bantam is the issue of these 
loins. 

I For. I know when travellers lie or speak truth, 
when they don't know it themselves. 

Sir S, I have known an astrologer made a cuckold 
in the twinkling of a star ; and seen a conjuror, that 
could not keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

For, What, does he twit me with my wife too ? I 
must be better informed of this. [Aside.'] — Do youmean 
my wife, Sir Sampson ? Though you made a cuckold 
of the king of Bantam, yet by the body of the sun — 

Sir S. By the horns of the moon, you would say, 
brother Capricorn. 

For, Capricorn in your teeth, thou modem Mande- 
ville; Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of 
thee, thou liar of the first magnitude. Take back 
your paper of inheritance ; send your son to sea again. 
1*11 wed my daughter to an Egyptian mummy, ere 
she shall incorporate with a contemner of sciences, 
and a defamer of virtue. 

Sir S, Body o'me, I have gone too far — ^I must 
not provoke honest Albumazar. — An Egyptian mum- 
my is an illustrious creature, my trusty hieroglyphickj 
and may have significations of futurity about him. 
Odsbud, I would my son were an Egyptian mummy 
tor thy sake. What, thou art not angry for a jest, 
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my good Haly? — I reverence the sun, moon, and 
stars, with all my heart. — What! 1*11 make thee a pre- 
sent of a mummy. Now I think on't, body o'me, I 
have a shoulder of an Egyptian king, that I purloined 
from one of the pyramids, powdered with hierogly- 
phicks ; thou shalt have it brought home to thy house 
and make an entertainment for all the Philomaths, 
and students in physic and astrology, in and about 
London. 

For, But what do you know of my wife, Sir Samp- 
son? 

Sir S, Thy wife is a constellation of virtues ; she 
is the moon, and thou art the man in the moon ; nay, 
she is more illustrious than the moon; for she has her 
chastity, without her incontinency ; 'sbud, I was but 
in jest. 

£n/^ Jbremy. 

Sir S. How now ? who sent for you, ha ? what 
would you have ? • 

For. Nay, if you were but in jest ! — Who's that fel - 
low ? I don't like his physiognomy. 

Sir S. [To Jeremy,'] My son, sir ? what son, sir ? my 
son Benjamin, ha? 

Jer. No, sir; Mr. Valentine, my master ;-^it is the 
first time he has been abroad since his confinement, 
and he comes to pay his duty to you. 

Sir S. Well, sir. 

Enter Valentine. 
Jcr. He is here, sir. 

I 
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VaL Your blessirtg, sir! 

Sir 5. YouVe had it already, sir ; I thittk 1 sent it 
you to-day in a bill of four thousand pounds. — A 
great deal of money, brother Foresight ! 

For. Ay, indeed, Sir Sampson, a great deal df mo- 
ney for a young man; 1 wonder what he can do 
with it! 

Sir S. Body o'me, so do I. Hark ye, Valentine, 

if there be too much, refund the superfluity; dost 
hear boy ? 

VaL Superfluity, sir! it will scarce pay my debts. 
— 1 hope you will have more indulgence, than to 
oblige me to those hard conditions whidi my neces- 
sity signed to. 

Sir S, Sir! how, I beseech you, "what were you 
pleased to intimate, concerning indulgence ? 

VaL Why, sir, that you would not go to the extre- 
mity of the conditions, but release me at least from 
some part. 

Sir S, O, sir, I understand you — ^that'* all, ha? 

VaL Yes, sir, all that I presume to ask — But what 
you, out of fatherly fondness, Will be pleased to add, 
will be doubly welcome. 

Sir S. No doubt of it, sweet sir; but your filial 
piety and my fatherly fondness would fit like two 

tallies Here*s a rogue, brother Foresight, makes 

a bargain under hand and seal in the morning, and 
would be released from it in the afternoon ? here's a 
rogue, dog; here^s conscience and honesty! This 
is your wit now, this is the morality of your wit! You 
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are a wit, and have been a beau, and may be a— Why, 
sirrah, is it not here under hand and seal ?— — Can 
you deny it ? 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it. 

SirS. Sirrah, you*U be hang*d; I shall live to see 
you go up Holborn-hill.— Has he not a rogue's face } 
—Speak, brother ; you understand physiognomy ; 
a hanging look to me-->of all my boys the most un- 
like me. He has a damn'd Tyburn face, without the 
benefit of the clergy. 

^or. Hum!— truly, I don't care to discourage a 
young man — ^he has a violent death in his &ce; but I 
hope no danger of hanging. 

Val, Sir, is this usage for your son ?-^For that old 
weather-headed fool, I know how to laugh at him ; 
but you, sir— — ♦ 

Sir «S. You, sir ; and you, sir.-— Why, who are you, 
ttr? 

Val. your son, sir. 

Sir S, That's more than I know, sir : and I believe 
npt. 
. Val. Faith, I hope not. 

Sir S. What, would you have your mother a 
whore? Did you ever hear the like; did you ever 
hear the like? body o'mc— 

VaL I would have an excuse for your barbarity and 
unnatural usage. 

SirS. Excuse ?—Impudencel Why, sirrah, mayn't 
I do what I please ? are not you my slave ? did not I 
beget you? and might not 1 have chosen whether 
!£.' ' 
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I would have begot you or no? Oons, who are 
you ? whence came you ? what brought you into the 
world ? how came you here, sir? here, to stand here^ 
upon those two legs, and look ere6t with that auda- 
cious face, hah ? Answer me that. Did you come a 
volunteer itito the world? or did I, with the lawful 
authority of a parent, press you to the service ? 

yai, I know no more why I came, than you dor 
why you called me. But here I am ; and if you dont 
mean to provide for me, I desire you wOuld leave md 
as you found me. 

Sir S. With all my heart. Come, uncase, strips 
and go naked out of the world as you came into it. ^ 

FaL My clothes are soon put off— but you must 
also divest me of my reason, thought, passions, incli-* 
nations, affe6lions, appetites, senses, and the huge? 
train of attefidants that you begot along with me. 

Sir S. Body o'me, what a many-headed monster 
have I propagated ! 

Fal. I am of myself, a plain, easy, simple creature ; 
and to be kept at small expence: but the retinue that 
you gave me are craving and invincible ; they are so 
many devils that you have raised, and will have em- 
ployment. 

Sir 5. Oons, what had I to do to get children ? — ' 
can't a private man be bom without all theSefollow- 
crs? — Why nothing under an emperor should be bom* 
with appetites — why, at this rate, a fellow that has. 
but a groat in his pocket may have a stomach capable 
of a ten shilling ordinary* 
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' Jer. Nay, that's as clear as the sun; Til tnake«oath 
of it before any justice in Middlesex. 

Sir S. Here^s a cormorant too! — *Sheart, this fel- 
low was not born with you ? — I did not beget him, 
did I? 

Jer, By the provision that's made for me, you 
might have begot me too. — Nay, and to tell your 
worship another truth, I believe you did; for 1 find 
I was bom with those same whoreson appetites too 
that my master speaks of. 

Sir 5. Why look you there now!— I'll maintain it, 
that by the rule of right reason, this fellow ought to 
have been born without a palate. — 'Sheart, what 
should he do with a distinguishing taste? — I warrant 
now, he'd rather eat a pheasant, than a piece of poor 
John — ^and smell, now; why I warrant he can smell, 
and loves perfumes above a stink — why there's it ; 
and music— don't you love music, scoundrel } 
. Jer, Yes, I have a reasonable good ear, sir, as to 
jiggs and country dances, and the like; I don't much 
matter your solo's or sonata's; they give me the 
^leea. 

Sir S. The spleen? ha, ha, ha! a pox confound 
you! — Solo's or sonata's? Oons, whose son are you? 
Jiow were you engendered, muckworm ? 

Jer, I am, by my father, the son of a chairman ; 
my mother sold oysters in winter, and cucumbers in 
4ummer : and I came up stairs into the world ; for I 
was born in a cellar. 
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F&r. 8y your looks you shall go up stairs out of the 
world too, friend. 

Str S. And if this rogue were anatomized now, 
and dissected, he has his vessels of digestion and con-* 
codtion, and so forth large enough for the inside of a 
cardinal; this son of a cucumber! — These things are 
unaccountable and unreasonable.— Body o'me, why 
was I not a bear, that my cubs might have lived upon 
sucking their paws ? Nature has been provident only 
to bears and spiders: the one has its nutriment in its 
own hands; and the other spins its habitation out of 
its own entrails. 

FaL Fortune was provident enough to supply all th€ 
necessities of my nature, if I had my right inheritance. 

Sir S, Again ! Oons, han't you four thousand 
pounds?— If I had it again I would not give thee a 
groat. — What, wouldst thou have me turn pelican, 
and feed thee out of my own vitals — Odsheart, live 
by your wits — you are always fond of the wits.— 
Now let's sec if you have wit enough to keep your- 
self. — Your brother will be in town to-night, or 
to-morrow morning ; and then look you perform co- 
venants 5 and so your friend and servant.— Come, 
brother Foresight. 

'lExeunt Sir Sampson and Foresight. 

Jer, I told you what your visit would come to. 

FaL 'Tis as much as I expeCtcd — I did not comfe 
to see him : I came to see Angelica; btit since she 
was gone abroad, it was easily turned another way, 
and at least looked well on my side. What's here? 
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Nlrs. Foresight and Mrs. Frail! They are earnest— 
m avoid them. — Come this way, and go and inquire 
'When Angelica will return. [^Exeunt, 

Enttr Mrs, Foresight and Mrs, Frail. 

Mrs. F, What have you to do to watch mc } 'Slife^ 
1*11 do what I please^ 

Mrs, For, You will? 

Mrs, F. Yes, marry, will I.— A great piece of busi- 
ness to go to Covent<pgardea^ to take a turn in a hack- 
ney-coach with one's friend ! 

Mrs, For, Nay, tw<J or three turns, I'll take my 
oath. 

Mrs, F, Well, what if I took twenty ! — I warrant, 
if you had been there, it had only been innocent re* 
creation! — Lprd, whcre's the comfort of this life, if 
we can't have the happiness of conversing where we 
like? 

Mrs, For, But can't you converse at home?— I 
own it, I think there's no happiness like conversing 
with an agreeable man ; I dori't quarrel at that, nor 
I don't think but your conversation was very inno- 
cent. But the place is public ; and to be seen with a 
man in a hackney-coach is scandalous. What if any 
l^y else should have seen you alight, as 1 did^— 
How can any body be happy, while they are in perpew 
tual fear of beii^.seen smd censured? — Besides, it 
yrould not only reflet upon you, sister, but on me l 

Mrs, F, Pooh, here's a clutter l^— Why should it r^- 
fle^l upon you ?— >I don't doubt but you have thought 
E iij 
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yourself happy in a hackney-coach before now! — If 
I had gone to Knightsbridge, or to Chelsea, or to 
Spring- garden, or to Barn -elms, with a man alone*-* 
something might have been said. 

Mrs* For, Why, wa» I ever in any of those places ? 
—What do yoo mean, sister^ 

Mrs F, Was I ? what do you meaa i 

Mrs. For, You have been at a worse place. 

Mrs, F, I at a worse place, and with a mart ? 

Mrs, For, I suppose you would not go aloae td tke 
World's-end. 

Mrs. F. The Woirld's-cndl What, d<J you meaa to 
banter me ? ^ 

Mrs, For, POor innocent! you don't know that 
there is a place called the Word's-end? 1*11 swear, 
you can keep your countenance purely; youM make 
an adn^irable player! 

Mrs, K i^'-tt-swear you have a great deal of con(i-r 
dence, and in my mind too much for the ^age. 

Mrs, For, Very well, that will appear who has most.- 
You never were at the World's cndl 

Mr^, F, No. 

Mrs, For, You deny it positively to my face ? 

Mrs. f. Your face ! what*s your face ? 

** Mrs, For, No matter for that; it's as good a fece 
« as yours, 

« Mrs, F, Not by axi^aen years wearing.** But I 
do deny it positively to yo«r face then. 
. Mas, For, I»1L allow you now to find fault with my 
fac^; £9r i!ll swear your impudbntsehas. putnie oue 

Digitized by VjOOgie 



ASiL tOV» FOU LOYE. $1 

of countenance.— But look you bere qow,-— where 
did you lode this gold bodkin i Oh, sister^ sister 1 

Mrs.F. My bodkin I 

Mrs. For, Nay, *tis yours 5 look at it. 

Mrs. F. Well, if you go to that, where did you find, 
this bodkin ? — Oh, sister, sister I— ^is^r every way! 

Mrs. For. O, devil on't I that I could not discover 
her, without betraying myself! [Aside. 

Mrs. F. I have heard gentlemen say, sister, that 
one should take great care, when one makes a thrust 
in fencing, not to lay open one's self. 

Mrs. For. It is very true, sister. Well, since aU'9 
out, and, as you say, since we are both wounded, let 
us do what is often done in duels, take care of one an- 
other, and grow better friends than before. 

Afri. F. With ail my heart. *< Ours arc but slight 
" Jlesh wounds; and if we keep them from air, not at 
" all dangerous.'* Well, give me your hand, in to- 
ken of sisterly secrecy and affe^bon. 

Mrs. For. Here it is, with all my heart. 

Mrs. F. Well, as an earned o( friendship and con- 
fidence, I*U acquaint you with a design that I have.— ^ 
**To tell truth, ahd speak openly one to another.** 
Vm afraid the world have observed us more than we 
have observed one another. You have a rich hus- 
band, and are provided for : I am at a loss, and have no^ 
great stock either of foitunc or reputation, and there -^ 
fore must look sharply about toe. Sir Sampswi hasj 
a son, that is expefted to-night ; and by the account; 
I have heard of hio edueatton^ caa be to-conjurpr^ 
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The estate, yoit know, is to be made over to him*— 
Now, if I could wheedle him, sister, ha? you under- 
stand me ? 

Urs, For. I do; and will help you, to the utmost 
of my power.— And 1 can teU you one thing that falls 
out luckily enough; ray aukward daughter-in-law^ 
who, you know, is designed to be his wife, is grown 
fond of Mr. Tattle ; now, if we can improve that, and 
make her have an aversion for the booby, it may go a 
great way towards his liking you. Here they come 
together; and let us contrive some way or other to 
leave them together. 

Enter Tattle flnrf Miss pRtJE. 

Miss P. Mother, mother, mother, look you here ? 

Mrs. For. Fie, fie, miss, how you bawl !— Besid^s^ 
I have told you, you must not call me mother. 

Miss P. What must I call you then ? are you not 
my father's wife ? 

Mrs. For. Madam; you must say madam.— By my 
soul, I shall fancy myself old indeed, to have this 
great girl call me mother.— Well, but, miss, what are 
you 80 overjoyed at. ? 

Miss P. Loot you here, madam, then, what Mr. 
Tattle has given me. — Look you here, cousin ; here's 
asnuflF-box; nay, there's snufF in' t— here, will you 
have any ?— Oh good I how sweet it is ! — Mr. Tattle 
is all over sweet ; his peruke is sweet, and his gloves 
are ewcet— and his handkerchief is sweet, pure sweety 
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sweeter than roses^ — smell him, mother— madam, 1 
mean. — He gave me this ring, for a kiss. 

TatU O iie, miss; you must not kiss, and tell. 

Miss P. Yes; I may tell my mother — and he says 
he*il give me something to make me smell so.— Oh, 
pray lend me your handkerchief. — Smell, cousin ; he 
says, he'll give me something that will make my smocks 
smell this way. — Is not it pure ? — It's better than la- 
vender, muii. — I'm resolved 1 won't let nurse put 
any more lavender among my smocka— ha, cousin i 

Mrs. F, Fie, miss ; amongst your linen you must 
say — ^you must never say smock. 

Miss P. Why, it is not bawdy, is it, cousin ? 

Tatt, Oh, madam ! you are too severe upon mist ; 
you must not find fault with her pretty simplicity ; it 
becomes her strangely.-^Pretty miss, don't let them 
persuade you out of your innocency ! 

Mrs. For, Oh, dcmn you, toad ! — I wish you don't 
persuade her out of her innocency. 

Tatt, Who I, madam ? — O Lord, how can your lai 
dyship have such a thought ? — sure you don't know 
me! ' 

Mrs. F, Ah, devil, sly devil — He's as clos*, sister, 
as a confessor.— >He thinks we don*t observe him. 

Mrs For, A cunning cur! how soon he could find 
out a fresh harmless creature*— and left us, sister, pre- 
sently. 

Tatt, Upon reputation ' 

Mrs. F. They're all so, sister, these mei>— they love 
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to have the spoiling of a young creature; they are as 
tond of it, as of being first in the fashion, or of seeing 
a new play the first day. — I warrant it would break 
Mr. Tattle's heart, to think that any body else should 
be before- hand with him 1 

Tatt, Oh, Lord, I swear I would not for the world— 

Mrs, F» O, hang you ; who'll believe you ? — You'll 
be haiig*d before you'd confess — ^we know you — she's 
very pretty!— Lord, what pure red and white! — she 
looks so wholesome;— ne*er stir, I don't know, but I 
fancy if I were a man— 

Miss P. How you love to jeer one, cousin. 

Mrs. For. Hark'ee, sister — bjr my soul, the girl is 
spoiled. already-— d*ye think she'll ever endurea great 
lubberly tarpawlin ?— Gad, I warrant you she won't 
let him come near her, after Mr. Tattle. 

Mrs, F, On my soul, I'm afraid not— eh! filthy crea* 
lure, that smells all of pitch and tar ! — Devil take you, 
you confounded toad— why did you see her before she 
ivas married ; 

Mrs. For, Nay, why did we let him ? — My husband 
will hang us — he* 11 think we brought them acquainted. 
J Mrs. F. Come, faith, let us loe gone — If my brother 
Fore^ht should find us with them» he'd think so, 
isure enough. 

. Mrs^ For. So he would — but then the leaving them 
together is as bad — and he's such a sly devil, he'll ne- 
ver miss an opportunity, 
' Mrs. F. I don't care; I won't be seen in It, 
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Mrs» For. Well, if you should, Mr. Tattle, you'll 
have a world to answer for : remember, I wash my 
hands of it ; Tm thoroughly innocent. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Frail and Mrs, Foresight, 

Miss P. What makes them go away, Mr. Tattle ?— 
What do they mean, do you know ? 

Tatt. Yes, my. dear — I think I can guess-^ut hang 
me if I know the reason of it. 

Miss P, Come, must not we go too? 
- Tatt. No, no ; they don*t mean that. 

Miss P. No I what then ? What shall you and I do 
together i 

Tatt. I must make love to you, pretty miss ; will 
you let me make love to you ? 

Miss P . Y es, i f you please • 

Tatt. Frank, egad, at least. What a pox does Mrs# 
Foresight mean by this civility ? Is it to make a fool 
of me ? or does she leave us together out of good mo« 
rality, and do as she would be done by } Egad, I'll 
understand it so, ^ [^Asidcm 

Miss P. Well, and how will you make love to mel 
—Come, I long to have you begin.— Must I make 
love too ? You must tell me how. 

Tatt. You must let me speak, miss ; you must not 
speak first. I must ask you questions, and you must 
answer. 

Miss P. What, is it like the catechism ? — Come 
then, ask me. 

Tatt. D'ye think you can love me > 

Miss P. Yes. 
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• TaH. Pooh, pox, you must, not say yt% already. I 
shan't care a farthing for you then, in a twinkling* 

Miss P. What must I say then } 

Tait. Why you must say no; or, believe not; or, 
you can't tell. 

Miss P, Why, must I tell a lie then ? 

T(itt, Yes, if you'd be well-bred. All i^ell-bred 
persons lie— Besides, you are a woman ; you must 
never speak what you think: your words must con- 
tradict your thoughts ; but your aflions may contra- 
di^ your words. So^ when I ask you, if you can love 
me, you must say no; but you must love me too.— 
If I tell you you are handsome, you must deny it, and 
say, I flatter you. But you must think yourself inore 
charming than I speak you — and like me for the 
beauty Which I say you have, as much as if I had it 
myself. If I ask you to kiss me, you must be angry; 
but you must not refuse me. ' If I ask you for morci 
you must be more angry, but more complying ; and 
as soon as ever I make you say, you'll cry out, you 
must be sure to hold your tongue. 

Miss P, O Lord, I swear this is pure! — I like it 
better than our old-fashioned country way of speak- 
ing one's mind.— And must not you lie too i 

Tatt, Hum!— Yes; but you must believe I speak truth. 

Miss P. O Gemini I Well, I always had a great 
mind to tell lies— but they frighted me, and said it 
was a sin. 

Tatt^ Well, nty' pretty creature, will you make me 
happy by giving me a kiss } 
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Miss P. No> indeed ; I'm angry at you 1 

[^Runs and kisses Aim, 

Tatt. Hold) hold, that's pretty well — but you should 
not have given it me, but have suffered me to have 
taken it. 
' Mus P. Well, we»ll do it again. 

Tatt, With all my heart. — ^Now, then, my little an- 
gel 1 [Kisses her. 

Miss P. Pish! 
, TaU. That's right. Again, my charmer! [Kisses again* 

Miss P. O fie I nay, now I can*t abide you. 

Tatt. Admirable I That was as well as if you had 
been bom and bred in Covent*garden.— And won't 
you shew me, pretty miss, where your bed-chamber is } 

Miss P. No, indeed won't I j but I'll run there, 
and hide myself from you behind the curtains. 
- Tatt. I'll follow you. 

Miss P. Ah, but I will hold the door with both 
hands, and be angry ; and you shall push me down 
l^fore you come in. 

Tatt. No, ril come in first, and push you down 
afterwards. 

Miss P. Will you i then I'll be more angry, and 
IQOre complying. 

Tatt. Then I'll make you cry out. 

Miss P. O but you shan't, for Til hold my tongue. 

Tatt. Oh, my dear apt scholar ! 

Miss P. Well, now I'll run, and make more haste 
than you. 

. Tatt. You sh^ 90t fly so fast as 1 '11 pursue. [Exeunt. 
F 
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Nurse alone. 
Miss, miss, miss Prue ! — Mercy on mc, marry, and 
^men I — Why, what's become of the child ? — Why, 
miss, miss Foresight 1 — Sure she has lockt herself up 
in her chamber, and gone to sleep, or to prayers !— 
^iss, missl — 1 -hear her. — Come to your father, 
child. Open the door. — Open the door, miss.— I 
hear you cryhusht. — O Lord, who's there? [^Peef%.'\ 
— What's here to do ? — O the Father! a man wkhf 
her I — Why, miss, I say; God's my life, here's fine 
doings towards I— O Lord, we're all undone ! — O you 
young harlotry !— [i&wci*.] — Ods my life ! won't yoqt 
open the door ? I'll come in the back way. [Exit* 

Enter Tattle and Miss Prue. 

Miss P. O Lord, she's coming-^and she'll tell my 
father* What shall I do now ? 

Tatt* Pox take her I if she had staid two minutes 
longer, I should have wished for her coming. 

Miss P, O dear, what shall i say ? tell me, Mr; 
Tattle, tell mc a lie. 

TfiU. There's no occasion for a lie ; I could never 

tell a lie to no purpose— But, since we have done 

nothing, we must say nothing, I think. I hear her 

—I'll leave you together, and come off as you can. * 

[ Thmsu her <«» and shuts the dm* 
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Enter Valentine, Scandal, and Angelica. 

Ang, You can't accuse me of inconstancy ; I never 
.told you that I loved you. 

FaL But I can accuse you of uncertainty, for not 
telling me whether you did or not. 

Ang, You mistake indifference for uncertainty ; I 
never had concern enough to ask myself the question. 

Scand. Nor good^nature enough to answer him tliat 
did ask you : I'll say that for you, madam. 

■Ang. What, are you setting up for good- nature ? » 

Scand, Only for the affcflation of it, as the women 
,do for ill -nature. 

^ng. Persuade your friend that it is all afFedlation. 

Scand, I shall receive |?o benefit from the opinion z 
for I know no effe^lual difference between continued 
affe^ation and reality. 

" Tati* [Coming up,"] Scandal, are you in private 
" discourse? Any thing of secrecy ? [Aside to Scandak 

•* Scand, Yes, but I dare trust you. We were talk*. 
, " ing of Angelica's love to Valentine ; you won't 
" ^ak of it. 

** Tatt, No, no, not a syllable— I know that's a 
.** secret, for it is^ whispere4 eyery where, 
, *' Scand. H*, ha, ha I 

*• Ang* Wha^ is, Mf. Tattle ? I heard you say 
'* something was whispered every where. 
. " Scand. Your love for Valentine. 

«* Ang. How I . 

^ ** 5ffl//. Np inadami his love fpr your ladyship 
Fij 
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«< — Gad take me, I beg your pardon — for I never 
•* heard a word of your ladyship's passion till this 
•* instant, 

^* Ang, MypassionI— And who told you of my 
<« passion, pray, sir ? 

«< Scand. Why, is the devil in you ? did not I tefl 
«* it you for a secret ? 

<* Tatt. Gadso, but I thought she might have 
<* been trusted with her own affairs. 

<* Scand. Is that your discretion ? trust a womaft 
" with herself? 

** Tatt. You say true ; I beg your pardon — I'll 
«* bring all off. — It was impossible, madam, for me to 
** imagine that a person of your ladyship's wit and 
** gallantry could have so 4ong received the passi- 
** onate addresses of the accomplished Valentine, and 
<< yet remain insensible : therefore, you will pardoa 
^* me, if from a just weight of his merit, with your 
^ ladyship's good judgment, I formed the balance of 
** a reciprocal afiedion. 

** Vol. O the devil 1 what damn'd costive poet has 
<* given thee this lesson of fustian to get by rote > 

** Ang, I dare swear you wrong him ; it is his own 
** — and Mr, Tattle only judges of the success of 
" others, from the effefts of his own merit 5 for, 
•* certainly, Mr. Tattle was never denied a»y things 
*« in his life. 

** Tatt. O Lord! yes indeed, madam, several times. 

** Ang. I swear I don't think it is possible. 

•* Tatt. Yes, I vow and swear, I have. £.6rd. 
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'* madam, I'nl the most unfortunate man in the 
** world, and the most cruelly used by the ladies. 
. " Ang, Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

" Tatt. No, I hope not.— It is as much ingratitude 
*« to own some £aivours, as to conceal others. 
. " FaL There, now it is out, 

" Ang. I don't understand you now. I thought 
^' you had never asked any thing but what a lady 
** might modestly grant, and you confess. 
- ** Scand. So, faith, your business is done here ; 
** now you may go brag somewhere else. 

" Tatt, Brag ! O Heavens ! Why, did I name any 
"body? 

. " Ang. No ; I suppose that is not in your power ; 
" but you would, if you could, no doubt on't. 

" Tatt. Not in my power, madam ? — ^Whatl does 
" your ladyship mean, that I have no woman's repu- 
** tation in my power ? 

** Scand. Oons, why you won^t own it, will you ? 

[Aside. 

" Tatt. Faith, madam, you are in the right ; no 
" more I have, as I hope to be saved ; I never had 
** it in my power to say any thing to a lady's preju- 
** dice in my life. — For, as I was telling you, madam, 
^* I have been the most unsuccessful creature living 
** in things of that nature ; and never had the good 
'« fortune to be trusted once with a lady's secret ; not 
^ once. 

" Ang. No } 



Fiij ^ . 
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« VdL Not once, I dare answer for him. 

<< Scawd* And 111 aafnrer for him ; for, I'm Gur^ 
<* if he had, he would have told me. I find, madam, 
« you don*t know Mr. Tattle. 

<< Tatt, No indeed, madam, you don't know me at 
** all, I find ; for sure, my inthnate friends wonld 
<* have known-— 

** ^g. Then it seems, you would have told, if you 
" had been trusted. 

" Tatt, O pox, Scandal, that was too far put!— 
" Never have told particulars, madam. Perfiaps I 
" might have talked as of a third person— or hive 
" introduced an amour of my own, in conversation, 
« by way of novel : but never hav^ explained par- 
" ticulars. 

" Ang, But whence comes the reputatioo of Mr. 
" Tattle's secrecy, if he was never trusted ? 

" Scand. Why thence it arises, -^The thii^ is pro- 
" verbially spoken ; but may be api^ied to lom.— ^As 
** if we should say in general terms, He only is se- 
" cret, who never was trusted ; a satirical proverb 
" upon our $ex.— -There is another upon yours***^^, 
** She is chaste^ who was never asked the question. 
" That^s all. 

" VoL A couple of very civil proverbs, truly^ It 
" is hard to tcU whether the lady or Nfr. Tattle be 
" the more oblige4 to you. For you found her vir* 
** tue upon the backwardness of the men ; ^ hi* 
" secrecy upon the mistrust of the womeo, 

•* Tatt. Gad, it's very true, madam ; I think we arc 
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*< but your laclythi|) is to spenk ^rst. 

<< /4i^* Am I ? WeU, I freely cosfisss, I hare re- 
" sisted a great deal of temptation. 

<< 7«4r* Aodi ega4» I have ghren some temptatioQ 
** that has not been resisted. 

" FoL Good. 

*< ^ii^, I cite Valentine here, to declare to the 
*' court, how fruttiess he has found his endeavours, 
'< and to confess all his solicitations and my denials. 

" FaL I am ready to plead. Not guilty, for you \ 
'< aad Guilty, for myself. 

'< Scatid. So, why this is fair ! here's demonstration; 
*< with a witness. 

<* Tati. Well, my witnesses are not present. — ^Yet, 
<* I confess^ I have had favours from persons ; but, 
^* as the favours are numberless, so the persons are 
*<aamdess. 

" Scand, Pooh, this proves nothing. 

" Tatt. No i I can shew letters, lockets, pi6lufes, 
" and rings ; and if there be occasion for witnesses, I 
^can summon the maids at the chocolate- houses, all 
V the porters at PaU-Mall and Covent- Garden, the 
"door-keepers at the play-house, the drawers sl\ 
** Locket's, Pontack, the Rummer, Spring- Garden, 
**my own landlady and valet de chambrej all who 
" shall make oath, that I receive more letters, than 
"the secretary's office; and that I have more vizoir 
• masks to enquire for me, than ever went to see the 
" hermaphroditCi or the ndted prince. And it is 
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<5 f^toriousy thsft, in a omintry churchy once, an in^ 
** quiry being made who I was, it was answered, I 
5< jwas the famous Tattle, who had ruined so many 
*' women. 

, " / a/. It was there, I suppose, you got the niCk- 
" name of the Great Turk. 

" Tatt, True ; I was called Turk TatUe all over 
" the parish.— The next Sunday, all the old women 
*^ kept their daughters at home, and the parson had 
*' not half his congregation* He would have brought 
" me into the spiritual court : bbt I was revenged 
** upon him, for he had a handsome daughter, whom 
** I initiated into the science. BuM repented it af- 
** terwards ; for it was talked of in town. — And si 
*^ lady of quality, that shall be nameless, in a raging 
" fit of jealousy came down in her coach and six 
*< horseS) and exposed herselfupon my account. Gad, 
** I was sorry for it with all my heart. — You know 
** whom I mean — ^you know where we raffled — 

" Scand. Mum, Tattle ! 

** Val, *Sdeath, are you not ashamed ? . • 

<< Aug, O barbarous ! I never heard so insolent a 
" piece of vanity I — Fie, Mr. Tattle !*— I'll swear I 
** could not have believed it. — Is this your secrecy! 

** Tatt. Gad so, the heat of my story carried m^ 
** beyond my discretion, as the heat of the lady's pas« 
** sion hurried her beyond her reputation.^^But I 
** hope you don't know whom I mean ; for there 
«* were a great many ladies raffled*— Pox on*t, noi» 
** could I bite oflfmy tongue* 
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« &cand. No, don't ; for then you'll tell us no more. 
'< Come, I'll recommend a song to you, upon the 
** hint of my two proverbs ; and I see one in the next 
^ room that will aog it. \G0ei to the d9or. 

** Tau. For Heaven's sake, if you do guess, say 
<* nothing. Gad, I'm very unfortunate I 

<« Stand. Pray sing the first song in the last new 
^* play. 

'» S O N G. 

** A nymph and a swain to Apollo once pray* d^ 

*' The swain had beenjiltedy the nymph been betrafd: 

•* Their intent was, to try if his oracle hnew 

** £*er a nymph that was chaste, or a swain that was true. 

** Apollo was mute, and had like t'have been pos^d, 
" But sagely at length he this secret disclosed: 
** He alone wd'nt betray, in whom none will confide \ 
*^ And thenympA may be chaste, that has never been trie^** 

Enter Sir SAMVSOiHf Mrs. Frail, Miss Prue, and 
Servant. 

Sir «S. Is Ben come i Odso, my son Ben come i 
Odd, I'm glad on't.— Where is he I I long to sec 
him. Now, Mrs« Frail, you shall see my son Ben, 
—Body o'me, he's the hopes of my family — I ha'nt 
seen him these three years — I warrant he*s grown I 
— Call him in; bid him make haste [Exit Servant, } 
-!— rm ready to cry for joy. 
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Mrs. F, Now, miss, you shall sec your husband. 

Miss P, Pish, he shall be none of my husband. 

[j^ide to Frail. 

Mrs. F. Hush ! Well, he shan't ! leave that to me 
— .ra beckon Mr. Tattle to us. 

y^ng. Won't you stay and see your brother ? 

Ffl/. We are the twin stars, and cannot shine in one 
spheie; when he rises, I must set. — Besides, if I 
should stay, I don't know but my father in good- 
nature may press mie to the immediate signing the 
deed of conveyance of my estate ; and I'll defer it as 
long as 1 can. — Well, you'll come to a resolution. 

Ang. I cannot. Resolution must come to me, or I 
shall never have one. 

Scand. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you ; I have 
something in my head, to communicate to you. 

[Exeunt Scandal and Valentine. 

Sir S. What I is my son Valentine gone ? What ! 
4s he sneaked oflf, and would not see his brother? 
There's an unnatural whelp! there's an ill-natured 
,dog ! What I were you here too, madam, and could 
not keep him? could neither lovfe, nor duty, nor na- 
tural affe6lion, oblige him ? Odsbud, madam, have 
•no more to say to him ; he is not worth your consi- 
deration. The rogue has not a drachm of gcncroufe 
iove about him — all interest, all interest ! ' He's an un- 
done scoundrel, and courts your estate. Bbdy o'me, 
he does not care a doit for your person, 

Ang. I am pretty even with hirti. Sir Sampson ; for, 
if ever I could have liked any thing in him, it should 
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have been his estate too. But, since that's gone, the 
bait*s off, and the naked hook appears. 

Sir S» Odsbiid, well spoken ; and you are a wiser 
woman than I thought you were; for most young 
women now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked 
hook. 

Ang, If I marry, Sir Sampson, I am for a good 
estate with any man, and for any man with a good 
estate : therefore, If I were obliged to make a choice, 
I declare I'd rather have you than your son. 
< Sir S, Faith and troth, you are a wise woman ; and 
I'm glad to hear you say so. I was afraid you were 
in love with a reprobate. Odd, I was sorry for you 
with all my heart. Hang him, mongrel j cast him 
off. You shall see the rogue shew himself, and make 
love to some desponding Cadua of fourscore fof sus- 
tenance. Odd, I love to see a young spendthrift 
forced to cling to an old woman for support, like ivy^ 
round a dead oak-^faith I do. I love to see them 
hug and cotton together, like down upon a thistle. 

Enter Ben and Servant. 
Ben, Where's father ? 

Serv, There, sir; his back's toward you. [Exit^ 
SirS, My son Ben! Bless thee, my dear boy! 
Body o'me, thou art heartily welcome. 
Ben, Thank you, father; and I'm glad to see you^ 
SirS. Odsbud, and I'm glad to see thee. Kiss 
inei boy; kiss me again and again, dear Ben. 

\^Kis5es him*' 
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Ben. So, so, enough, father. — Mess, I'd rather 
kiss these gentlewomen. 

Sir S. And so thou shalt. — Mrs. Angelica, my son 
Ben. 

Btn» Forsooth, if you please I \Salutes ker,^ — Nay^ 
mistress, I'm not for dropping anchor here; about 
a^iip, i'faith. [Kisses Frail.] — Nay, and you too, my 
Uttle cock-boat 1 so. [Kisses Misu 

Tatt, Sir, you're welcome ashore. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. 

Sir S, Thou hast been many a weary league, Ben^ 
since I saw thee. 

Ben* £y, ey, been ? been far enough, and that be 
all. Well, father, and how do all at home? how 
does brother Dick, and brother Val i 

SirS. Dickl body o'me, Dick has been dead these 
two years. 1 writ you word, when you were at Leg- 
horn. 

. Ben. Mess, that's true : marry, I had forgot. Dick 
is dead, as you say. — Well, and how, I have a many 
questions to ask you; well, you ben't married again,, 
father, be you ? 

Sir S. No, I intend you shall marry, Ben ; I would 
not marry, for thy sake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that signify ?— An you marry 
again — why then, I'U go to sea again, so there's one 
for t'other^ and that be all. — Pray don't let me be 
your hindrance ; e'en marry, a God's name, and the 
wind sit that way. As for. my part^ mayhap I have 
no mind to marry* 
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Mrs. F. That would be pity, such a handsome 
young gentleman 1 

Ben. Handsome ! he, he, he ! Nay, forsooth, an you 
be for jddng, I'll joke with you$ for I love my jest,, 
an the sMp were sinking, as we said at sea. But I'll 
tell you why I don't much stand towards matrimony* 
I love to roam about from port to port, and from land 
to land : I could never abide to be port-bound, as we 
call it* Now a man that is married has, as it were, 
d'ye see, his feet in the bilboes, and mayhap may'nt 
get them out again when he would. 

Sir &. Ben is a wag. 

Btn. A man that is married, d'ye see, is no more 
like another man, than a galley-slave is like one of us 
free sail<»^ : he is chained to an oar all his life ; and 
mayhap forced to tug a leaky vessel into the bargain. 

Sir S. A very wag! Ben is a very wag; only a 
little rough ; he wants a little polishing. 

Mrs. F. Not at all ; I like his humour mightily : it 
is plain and honest ; I should like such a humour in a 
busband extremely. 

Ben. Say'n you so, forsooth ? Marry, and I should 
like such a handsome gentlewoman for a bed- fellow 
hugely. How say you, mistress ) would you like go- 
ing to sea ? Mess, you're a tight vessel, and well rig- 
ged, an you were but as well manned. 

Mrs. F. I should not doubt that, if you were mas« 
ter of me. 

Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to sea 
in a high wind^ or that lady — ^you mayn't carry so 
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much sail o'yciur head — Top and top gallant, by the 

mess ! 

. Mrs^ F. No ? why so f 

. Ben, Why, an you do, you may run the risk to bef 

overset : and then you'll carry your keels above wa-. 

ter — he, he, he I 

Ang, I swear, Mr. Benjamin is the veriest wag in 
nature ; an absolute sea wit. 

Sir S. Nay, Ben has parts ; but, as I told you be-^ 
fore, they want a little polishing. You must not takc^ 
any thing ill, madam. 

Ben, No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry ; I 
tnean all in good part : for, if I give a jest, 1*11 take a 
jest ; and so, forsooth, you may be as free with me. 

Ang, I thank you, sir ; I am sot at all offended.— 
But methinks, Sir Sampson, you should leave him 
alone with his mistress. Mr. Tattle, we must not 
hinder lovers. 

Tatt, Well, Miss, I have your promise. 
^ [Aside to Miss, 

Sir S, Body o'me, madam, you say true.— X-ook. 
you, Ben, this is your mistress. — Come, miss, you 
must not be shame> faced ; we'll leave you together. 

Miss P, I can't abide to be left alone. Mayn't my 
cousin stay with me ? 

Sir 5. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben. Look you, father, ma)^iap the young woman 
mayn't take a liking to me. 

Sir 5. 1 warrant thee, boy. Come, come, we'll be 
gone. I'll venture that. 

[Exeunt Sir Sampsftii, Tattle, and Mrs, Frail. 
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Btt. Conie,^ mi^ress, will you please to sit down ? 
For, an you stand a ^tern a that'n, we shall never 
grapple together.^— Come, I'll hawl a chair; there, an 
you please to sit, I'll sit by you. 
' ■ Miss P, You need not sit so near one ; if you have 
any thing to say, I can hear you fartfier ofFj I an't 
deaf. 

Ben. Why that's true, as you say, nor I an*t dumb; 
I can be heard as far as another. I'll heave off, to 
please you. [Sits farther off,"] An we were a leagutf 
asunder, I'd undertake to hold discourse with you, 
an 'twere not a main high wind indeed, and full in 
toy teeth. IjqcUl you,; forsooth ; I am, as it were, 
bound for the larai of matrimony : 'tis a voyage, d'ye 
see, that was none of my seeking ; I was commanded 
by father, and if you like of it, mayhap I may steer 
into your harbour. How say you, mistness ? The 
short of the thing is, that, if you like pe, and I like 
you, we may chance to swing in a hammock together. 

Miss P, I don't know what to say to you, nor I 
don't care to speak with you at all. 

Bai. No ? I'm sorry for that.-* But pray, .why are 
you so scornful ? 

Miss P. As long as one must not speak one's mind, 
one had better not speak at all, I tliink ; and truly I 
won't tell a lie for the matter. 

Bin. Nay, you say true in that; it's but a folly to 

•lie : for to speak one thing, and to think just the con4 

trary way, is, as it were, to look one way, and to. rem 

^otlier. Now, for my part, d'ye se^^ I'm for carrv- 

Gij 
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xng things above board; Fm not lor keeping any 
thing under hatches— «o that, if yoa bea't as willing 
as I^ say so, a God's name ; there's no harm done. 
Mayhap you may be shame^&ced ; some maidens, thof 
they love a man well enough, yet they don't care to 
tcll'n so to's fece. If that's the case, why silence 
gives consent. 

Miss P, fiut Vm sure it is not so, for I'll speak 
sooner than you should believe diat; and I'll speak 
truth, though one should always tdl a lie to a man^ 
and I don't care, let my father do what he will, I'm 
too big to be whipt ; so I'll tell yoa plainly, I don't 
like you, nor love you at all ; nor never will, that'« 
more. So, therefs: your answer for you; and don't 
trouble me iio more, you ugly thing. 

Ben, Look you, young womaii^ you may learn to 
give good wotHis, however. I spoke you fair, d'ye 
see, and civil. As for your love, or your liking, I 
don't value it of a rope's end — and mayhap I like 
you as little as you do me. What I said was in obe- 
dience to father. Gad, I fear a whipping no more 
tlunyoudo. But I tell you one thin^-«-if you should 
give such language at sea, you'd have a cat o^aine 
tails laid cro^ your shoulders. Flesh I who are you ^ 
You heard t'other handsome young woman speak ci* 
villy to me, of her own.accord. Whatever you think 
of yourself. Gad, I don't thank you are any Biore 
to compare to her, than a. can of small-beer to a bowl 
•f punch. 

Miss P» Well, and theiie's a handsome gentleman^ 
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and a fine gentleman, and a sweet gentkoiani that 
was here, that loves me, and I love him \ and if be 
'sees you speak to roe any more, he'll thrash jTOur 
jacket for you; he will, you great sea*calf. 

Ben, What! do you mean that fair-weather spark 
ithat was here just now i Will he thrash, my jacket ?— 
Let'n — let'n. But an he comes riear me, mayhap I 
may giv*n a salt eel for's supper, for all that. What 
does father mean, to leave me alone> as soon as I 
come home, with such a. dirty dowdy? — Sea-calf^ I 
an't calf enough to lick your chalked face, you cbeese*- 
curd, you. — Marry thee! Oons Til marry a Lap- 
land witch as soon, and live upon selling contrary 
winds, and wrecked vessels. 

Miss P. I won't he call'd names, nor I woB*t bf 
abused thus, so I won't. If I were a man— [Cn«]— 
you durst not talk at this rate— no, you durst not, you 
«tinking tar-barrel. 

Enter Mrs, Foresight and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs, For. They have quarrelled, just as we could 
wish. 

Ben. Tar-barrel ? Let your sweetheart there call 
me so, if he'll take your part, your Tom Essence, and 
IMl say something to him — Gad, Til lace his musk- 
doublet for him. I'll make him stink ; he shall smell 
more like a weasel than a civet cat, afore I ha' done 
wiih 'en. 

Mrs. For. Bless me ! what's the matter, Miss i 
G iij 
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What, does ifhe cr^ ?<-^Mr* Bei^amin, what have you 
done to her? 

Btn. Let her cry : the more she cries the less she'U 
— she has been gathering ibul weather in her mouthy 
and now it nins out at her eyes. 

Mft. Far, Come, Miss, coxie along with me ; and 
tell me, poor child. 

Mn^ F, Lord, what shall we do ? Tliere's my bro- 
ther Foresight and Sir Sampson coming. Sister, do 
you take Mtss down into the parlour, and 1*11 carry 
Mr. Benjamin into my chamber; for they must n<A 
know that they are fallen out. Come, sir, will you 
venture yourself with me ? [^Looking kindly on kim, 

Ben. Venture ? Mess, and that I will, though it 
were to «ea in a storm. \^ExeunU 

Mwkr Sir Samfsok 0it4 Foeeiicht. 
Sir S, I left them together here. What, are they 
gone ? Ben is a brisk boy : he has got her into a cor- 
ner father's own son, faith ! he'll toozle her, and 

mouzle her. The rogue's sharp set coming from sea. 
Ifhe should not stay for saying grace, old Foresight, 
but fall to without the help of a parson, ha ? Odd, if 
he should, I could not be angry with him ; 'twould 
be but like me, a chip of the old block. Ha I thou'rt 
melancholic, old prognostication ; as melancholic as 
if thou hadst spilt the salt, or paired thy nails on a 
Sunday. Come, cheer up, look about thee : look 
up, old star-gazer. Now is he poring upon the 
ground for a crooked pin, or an old horse-naif, with 
the head towards him. 
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For. Sir Sampson, wc'ti have the waddiag to-mor* 
row laming. 

SirS. With all my heart. 

For. At ten o'ciodc ; pun^uflly at ten. 

SirS. To a minute, to a second; tlwsi shalt set 
thy watch ; and the bridegroom shall obscnre its 
motions ; they ^lall be married to a ntnuley go to 
bed to a miiiote ; and when the alarm stcikes, they 
shall keep time like the figures of Sc. Diti»tan*s 
clock, and ^ofommattm at «ball ring all over the 
parish I 

£«fer Servant, 

Strv. Sir, Mr. Scandal desires to speak with you 
upon earnest business. 

Fin-. I go to him, Sk Sampson, your servant. [Extt. 

Sir 8. What*s the matter, friend ? 

Serv. Sir, 'tis about your son Vaiendiie;; something 
has4ipf>eared to him in a dream, (hat makes him pro- 
phesy. 

Zsicr Scandal. 

** Scrnid, Sir Sampson, sad news. 

« For, Bless us t 

" SirS. Why, what^s the matter ? 

" Scand. Can't you guess at what ought to affii^Sl 
•* you and him, and all of us, more than any thing. 
" else ? 

*< Sir S. Body o'me. I don't know any universal 
** grievance, but a new tax, or the loss of the Ca- 
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<• nary fleet—unless Popery should be landed in 
** the west, or the French fleet were at anchor at 
" Blackwall. 

** Scand. No I Undoubtedly, Mr. Foresight knew 
^ all this, aad might have prevented it. 

*< For, 'Tis no earthquake I 

** Scand, No, not yet ; no whirlwind. But we don't 
<< know what it may come to — ^but it has had a conse- 
<' quence already that touches us all. 

«* Sir 5. Why, body o*me, out with it, 

** Scand, Something has appeared to your son Va- 
** lentine — he's gone to bed upon't, and very ill. — 
** He speaks little, yet he says he has a world to say. 
»* Asks for his father and the wise Foresight ; talks 
** of Raymond Lully, and the ghost of Lilly. He has 
^* secrets to impart, I suppose, to you. too. I can get 
** nothing out of him but sighs. He desires he may 
<« see you in the morning; but would not be dis- 
*• turbed to-night, because he has some business to 
«< do in a dream." 

Sir 5. Hoity toity ! what have I to do with his 
dreams or his divination ?— Body o*me, this is a trick, 
to defer signing the conveyance. I warrant the devil 
will tell him in a dream, that he must not part with 
his estate. But 1*11 bring him a parson to tell him 
that the devil's a liar— or, if that won't do, I'll bring 
a lawyer, that shall out-lie the devil ; and so I'll try 
whether my blackguard or his shall get the better of 
the day. [Exit. 

" Scand. Alas ! Mr. Foresight, I am afraid all is 
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^ not right.*^You are a wiK mgriy and a consden* 
" tious man ; a searcher into obscurity and futurity ; 
** and, if yon commit an error, it is with a great deal 
** of consideration, and discretion, and caution. 

" Fifr, Ah, good Mr. Scandal. 

** Scand. Nay^ nay, 'tis manilest; I do not flatter 
** yoa.-^^ut Sir Sampson is hasty, very hasty — I'm 
'< afraid he is not scrupulous enought Mr. Foresight. 
*< — 4Ie has been wicked ; and Heaven grant he may 
" mean well in his afl^ir with you I— — ^3ut my mind 
Ogives me, these things cannot be wh<^y insigaifi- 
''cant. You are wise, and should not be over- 
^ reached: mediinks you should not. 

" For. Alas, Mr. Scandsii^^Humanum est errare i 

*' Scand. You say true, man will err ; mere man 
**w5ll err— but you are soihetliiag more. — There 
" have been wise men^ but they were such as yon 
^' '^^nen who consulted the stars and were observers 
" of omens. — Solomon was wise } but how } by his 
"judgment in astrology. — So says Pineda, in his third 
^ book and ei^th chapter. 

'« Ftr. You are leari>ed, Mr. Scandal. 

" Stand. A trifler— but a lover of art. — And the 
^' idse men of the east owed their instru6lions to a 
** star ; which is rightly observed by Gregory the 
"•• Great, -in favour of astrology I And Albertus 
" Magnus makes it the moi^t valuable science — ber 
« cause, says he, it teaches us to consider the causa- 
'< tion of causes, in the causes of things. 

<« For, I protest, I honour you, Mr, Scandal.— I 
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*' did not think you had been read in these matters; 
** —Few young men are inclined— 

*' Scand. I thank my stars that have inclined me, 
** — But I fear this marriage and mafking over the 
** estate, this transferring of a rightful mheritance, 
** will bring judgments upon us. I prophesy it ; and 
*< I would not have the fate of Cassandra, not to be 
** believed. Valentine is disturbed ; what can be the 
** cause of that ? and Sir Sampson is hurried on by 
** an unusual violence— I fear he does not a£l 
<< wholly from himself; and methinks )ie does not 
*« look as he used to do. 

** For. He was always of an impetuous nature.-^ 
** But as to this marriage, I have consulted the stars ; 
** and all appearances are prosperous. 

** Scand, Come, come^ Mr. Foresight ; let not the 
** prospe6l of woridly lucre carry you beyond your 
** judgment, nor against your conscience. — ^You are 
** not satisfied that you a6l justly. 

^' For. How! 

" Scand, You are not satisfied, I say.— I am loth 
** to discourage you — ^but it is palpable that you are 
'<* not satisfied. 

" For. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal ? I think 
<* I am very well satisfied. 

" Scand. Either you suffer yourself to deceive 
** yourself, or you do not know yourself. 

" For. Pray explain yourself. 
. ** Scand. Do you sleep well o* nights? 

** For. Very well. 
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*^ Scand, Are you certain ^ you do not look so. 

" ^cr. I am in health, I think. 

" Scand, So was Valentine this morning j and 
** looked just so. 

" For. How ! Am I altered any way ? I don't per* 
« ceive it. 

. **^ Scand, That may be ; but your beard is longer 
** than it was two hours ago. 
- *' For. Indeed? bless me I" 

Enter Mrs, Foresight. 

" Mrs, For. Husband, will you go to bed i it's ten. 
'* o'clock. Mr. Scandal, your servant. 
. " Scandl Pox on her, she has interrupted my de- 
" sign — but I must work her into the project. You. 
^* keep early hours, madam. 

" Mrs. For. Mr. Foresight is punftual ; we sit up 
** after him. 

" For. My dear, pray lend me your glass, your. 
" little looking-glass. 

; *• Scand. Pray lend it him, madam-^1'11 tell you. 
*» the reason — [5^^ gives Aim tbc §lass : Scandal and 
*' she whispev'\'^My passion for you is grown so vio- 
** lent — that I am no longer master of myself — I was, 
" interrupted in the morning,, when you had clxarity 
** enough to give me your attention j and I had hopeis 
** of finding anotlier opportunity of explaining my- 
*^ self to you — but was disappointed all this day ; and 
** the uneasiness that has attended me ever since, 
<< brings me now hither at this unseasonable hour. 

I 2 
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** Mrs, Per. Was there ever stich inlpudcncey. to 
** make love to me before my husband's face ? 1*11 
« swear, 1*11 tell him. 

<< Scand. Do. I'll die a martyr rather than disclaim 

«< my passion. But. come a little farther this way ; 

« and 1*11 tell you what project I had to get him oift 

** " of the way, that I might have an opportunity of 

** waiting upon you. 

[Whisper, Foresight iooAmg in the glass. 
** For. I do not see any revolution here.— Me- 
*« thinks I look with a serene and benign aspedt,— 
" pale, a little pale — ^but the roses of these cheeks 
** have been gathered many years — Ha, I do not like 
" that suddeii flushing— gorte already I — Hem, hem, 
" hem \ faintish. My heart is pretty good ; yet it 
*< beats : and my pulses, ha ! — I have none— mercy 
•* on me!— hum! — Yes, here they are«^-<}allopy 
** gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop ! hey, whither 
** will they hurry me ?— Now they're gone agaiil — 
** and now I'm faint agaii\ ; and pale again, and» 
** hem ! and my, hem I— breath, and, hem !— grows 
«« short ; hem ! he, he, hem ! 

** Scand. It takes : pursue it, in the name of love 
" and pleasure. 
*• Mrs, For. How do you do, Mr. Foresight ? 
" For. Hum, not so well as I thought I was. Lend 
" me your hand. 

" Scand. Look you there now. — ^Your lady says 
** your sleep has been unquiet of late. 
** For. Very likely! 

t 
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« Urs, For. O, mighty restless 1 but I Was afraid to 
** tell him so. — ^He has been subjedt to talking and 
** starting. 

*^ Scand. And did not use to be so ? 

" Mrs, Far, Never, never ; till within these three 
•< nights, I cannot say that he has once broken my 
" rest since we have been married. 

" For, I will go to bed. 

" Scand. Do so, Mr. Foresight, and say your prayers 
" — He looks better than he did* 

** Mrs, For. Nurse, nurse! 

" For, Do you think so, Scandal ? 

" Scand, Yes, yes.; I hope this will be gone by 
*' morning : take it in time. 

" For, I hope so, 

" Enter NuRSE. 

" Mrs, For, Nurse, your master is not well 5 put 
** hii;n to bed. 

** Scand, I hope you will be able ta see Valentine 
" in the morning. Yqu had best take a little diaco- 
" dium and cowslip water, and lie upon your back ; 
" may be you may dream. 

*' For, I thank you, Mr. Scandal 5 I will. — Nurse, 
*< let me have a watch-light, and lay 7^e Crumbs of 
" Comfort by me. 

" Nurse, Yes, sir. [Exit, 

" For. And— hem, hem ! ,|^am very faint. 

" Scand. No, no, you look inuch better. 

" Fqr, Do I ? And, d*ye hear— bring me, let rac 
H 
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" tec—^within a quarter of twdvc--hcm — he, hem ! — 
** just upon the turning of the tide, bring me the uri- 
" nal. And I hope, neither the lord of my ascend- 
" ant, nor the moon will be combust ; and then I may 
« do well. 

** Scand, I hope so— Leare that to me ; I will erefl 
" a scheme ; and I hope I shall find both Sol and Ve- 
" nus in the sixth house. 

«* For. I thank you, Mr. Scandal ; indeed that 
" would be a great comfort to me. Hem, hem \ good 
" night. [£jc2/. 

** Scand. Good nflght, good Mr. Foresight. And 
•• I hope Mars and Venus will be in conjunflion— 
** while your wife and I are together." 

Mrs, For, Well; and what use do you hope to make 
of this projeft ? You don't think that you are ever 
like to succeed in your design upon me ? 

$c0nd. Yes, faith, I do ; I have a better opinion 
both of you and myself, than to despair. 

Mrs, For, Did you ever hear such a toad ?— Hark'ye, 
devil : do you think any wom^n honest ? 

Scand, Yes, several, very honest — they'll cheat a 
little at cards, sometimes ; but that's nothing. 
. Mrs, For, Pshaw I but virtuous, I mean ? 

Scand, Yes, faith, I believe some women are vir- 
tuous too ; but 'tis as I believe some men are vaKant, 
through fear— For why should a man court danger, 
or a woman shun pleasure \ 

** Mrs, For, O monstrous I What are conscience 
*< and honour i • 
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" Scand. Why, honour is a public enemy ; and con- 
" science a domestic thief: and he that would secure 
" his pleasure, must pay a tribute to one, and go halves 
" with t'other. As for honour, that you have se- 
" cured ; for you have purchased a perpetual oppor« 
** tunity for pleasure. 

*< Mrs. For, An opportunity for pleasure } 

«* Scand. Ay, your husband ; an husband is an op- 
" portunity for pleasure. So you have taken care of 
" honour, and 'tis the leabt I can do to take care of 
" conscience. 

" Mrs. For. And so you think we are free for One 
" another ? 

" Scand. Yes, faith, I think so; I love to speak my 
" mind. 

" Mrs. For. Why then I'll speak my mind. Now, 
" as to this affair between you and me. H.ere you 
" make love to me ; why, 1*11 confess it does not dis- 
•* please me. Your person is well enough, and your 
'' understanding is not amiss. 

** Scand* I have no great opinion of myself; but I 
" think I am neither deformed, nor a fool. 

" Mrs, For. But you have a villanous charafter j 
" you are a libertine in speech, as well as practice. 

" Scand. Come, I know what you would say — you 
" think it more dangerous^to be seen in conversation 
" with me, than to allow some other men the last fa- 
" vour. You mistake; the liberty I rake in talking 
** IS purely afFeded, for the service of your sex. He 
*< that first cries out stop thief, is often he that stole 
Hij 
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<< the treasure. I am a juggler, that a6ts by confede- 
'< racy, and if you please, we*ll put a trick upon the 
** worid. 

<< Mrs. For. Ay ; but you are such an universal jug- 
*• gler — that I'm afraid you have a great many con- 
** federates. 

** Scand. Faith, I*m, sound.*' 

Mrs. For. •« O fie !*'— I'll swear you're impudent. 

Scand. 1*11 swear youVe handsome. 

Mrs. For. Pish, you*d tell me so, though you did 
not think so. 

Scand. And, you'd think so, though I did not tell 
you so : and now I think we know one another pretty 
well. 

Mrs. For. O Lord I who'^ here ? 

Enter Mrs. Frail and Ben. 

Ben. Mess, I love to speak my mind— Father has 
nothing to do with me. — Nay, I can't say that nei- 
ther; he has something to do with me; but what 
does that signify } If so be, that I ben't minded to be 
steered by him ; 'tis as thof he should strive against 
wind and tide. 

Mrs. F. Ay, but, my dear, we must keep it secret, 
till the estate be settled ; for, you know, marrying with- 
out an estate, is like sailing in a ship without ballast. 

Ben. He, he, he ! why that's true ; just so for all the 
world, it is as like as two cable ropes. 

Mrs. F. And though I have a good portion; you 
know one would not venture all in one bottom. 
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jB«i. Why that's true again ; for mayhap one bot- 
tom may spring a leak. You have hit it indeed ; 
mess, you've nick'd the channel. 

Mrs, F. Well, but if you should forsake me after 
all, you'd break my heart. 

Ben, Break your heart ? I'd rather the Marygold 
should break her cable in a storm, as well as I love 
her. Flesh, you don't think I'm false-hearted, like a 
landman. A sailor would be honest, thof mayhap he 
has never a penny of money in his pocket. — Mayhap 
I may not have so fair a face as a citizen or courtier ; 
but, for afl that, I've as good blood in my veins, and 
a heart as sound as a biscuit. 

Mrs. F, And will you love me always ? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll stick like pitch ; I'll 
tell you that. Come, I'll sing you a song of a sailor. 

Mrs. F. Hold, there's my sister; I'll call her to 
hear it. 

" Mrs. For. Weill I won't go to bed to my hus- 
«' band to-night ; because I'll retire to my own cham- 
** ber, and think of what you have said. 

" Scand, Well ; you'll give me leave to wait upon 
" you to your chamber door; and leave you my last 
** instructions ? 

<« Mrs. For. Hold, here's my sister coming towards 
<« us. 

" Mrs. /." If it won't interrupt you, Mr. Ben will 
entertain you with a song. 

Bm. The song was made upon one of our ship's- 
crew's wife;, our boatswain made the song ; mayhap 
H iii 
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you know her, sir. Before she married she was called 
Buxon Joan of Deptford. 
Scand. I have heard of her. [Ben sings, 

BALLAD. 

A soldier and a sailor ^ 
A tinker and a taylor^ 
Had once a doubtful strife, sir^ 
To make a maid a wife, sir. 

Whose name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the time was ended. 
When she no more intended. 
To lick her lips at men, sir, 
And gnaw the sheets in vain, sirf 

And lie (knights alone. 

The soldier swore like thunder. 
He Md her more than plunder ; 
And shewed her many a scar, sir. 
That he had brought from far, sir, 

' With fighting foir her sake. 
The taylor thought to please her. 
With offering her his measure. 
The tinker too with mettle 
Said he could mend her kettle. 
And stop up every leak. 

Bui while these three were prating, 
The sailor slily waiting, 
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Thought if it came aBout, sir, 
T^at they should all fall out^ sir. 

He then might play his part : 
And just e*en as he meant, sir. 
To loggerheads they xmnt, sir. 
And then he let fly at her, 
A shot 'twixt loind and water, 
That won the fair maid^s heart. 

** Ben. If some of our crew that came to sec me 
<< are not gone, you shall see that we sailors can 
<* dance sometimes, as well as other folks. — {Whistles.'] 
" I warrant that brings them an they be within hear- 
« ing. 

*« Enter Seamen. 
*' Oh, hear they be ! — ^and fiddles along with them. 
*« Come, my lads, let's have a round, and I'll make 
*• one. [Dance."] We're merry folks, we sailors ; we 
<* han't much to care for." Thus we live at sea ; eat 
biscuit, and drink flip ; put on a clean shirt once a 
quarter— come home, and lie with our landladies 
once a year ; get rid of a little money, and then put 
off with the next fair wind. How d'ye like us } 

Mrs, F, Oh, you are the happiest, merriest men 
alive 1 

Mrs. For. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
entertainment. — I believe it is late. 

Ben. Why, forsooth, an you think so, you had best 
go to bed. For my part, I mean to toss a can, and 
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remember my sweetheart, betore I turn in ; mayhap 
I may dream of her ! 

Mrs. For. Mr. Scandal, you had best go to bed, 
and dream too. 

Scand. Why, faith, 1 have a good lively imagina- 
tion ; and can dream as much to the purpose as ano- 
ther, if I set about it. But dreaming is the poor re- 
treat of a lazy, hopeless, and imperfect lover ; " 'tis 
** the last glimple of love to worn-out sinners, and 
** the faint dawning of a bliss to wishing girls and 
•* growing boys. 

*' 7%ere*s nought but willing waking lone that can 
** Make blessed the ripen* d maid and finish" d man," 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE /. 

Valentine's Lodgings. EnterSQAvmnhand^zKEur. 

Scandal. 
Well, is your master ready ? does he look madly, 
and talk madly } 

Jer. Yes, sir ; you need make no great doubt of 
that: he that was so near turning poet yesterday 
morning, can't be much to seek in playing the mad- 
man to-day. 

Scand. Would he have Angelica acquainted with 
the design \ 
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Jcr, No, sir, not yet.— He has a mind to try whe- 
ther his playing the madman won't make her play 
the fooly and fall in love with him ; or at least own 
that she has loved him all this while, and concealed it. 

Scand. I saw her take coach just now with her 
maid ; and think I heard her bid the coachman drive 
hither. 

Jer. Like enough, sir; for I told her maid this 
morning, my master was run stark mad, only for love 
of her mistress. I hear a coach stop : if it should be 
she, sir, I believe he would not see her, till he hears 
how she takes it. 

Scand. WeD, 1*11 try her — 'tis she; here she comes. 

Enter Angelica. 

Ang, Mr. Scandal, I suppose you don't think it a 
novelty, to see a woman visit a man at his own lodg- 
ings in a morning ? 

Scand, Not upon a kind occasion, madam. But, 
when a lady comes tyrannically, to insult a ruined lo- 
ver, and make manifest the cruel triumphs of her 
beauty, the barbarity of it something surprises me. 

jing, I don't like raillery from a serious face.-^ 
Pray tell me what is the matter ? 

Jer» No strange matter, madam ; my master's mad, 
that's all. I suppose your ladyship has thought him 
so a great while. 

Ang. How d'ye mean, mad ? 

Jer. Why, faith, madam, he's mad for want of his 
wits, just as he was poor for want of money. His 
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head is e*en as light as his pockets ; and any body that 
has a mind to a bad bargain, can't do better than to 
beg him for his estate. 

jing. If you speak truth, your endeavouring at wit 
is very unseasonable. 

Scand. She*s concem*d, and loves him 1 [Aside. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of so 
much inhumanity, as not to be concerned for a man I 
must own myself obliged to. — Pray tell me the truth, 

Scand, Faith, madam, I wish telling a lie would 
mend the matter. But this is no new efie6l of an un- 
successful passion. 

Ang, [Aside,'] I know not what to think ! Yet I 
should be vext to have a trick put upon me 1 — May I 
not see him ? 

Scand. I'm afraid the physician is not willing you 
should sec him yet. — Jeremy go in and enquire. 

[Exit Jeremy, 

Ang, Ha I I saw him wink and smile 1 I fancy a 
trick. — ril try. [Aside.] — I would disguise to all the 
world, sir, a failing which I must own to you — I fear 
my happiness depends upon the recovery of Valen- 
tine. Therefore I conjure you, as you are his friend, 
and as you have compassion on one fearful of afflic- 
tion, to tell me what I am to hope for — I cannot 
speak — But you may tell me, for you know what I 
would ask. 

Scand, So, this is pretty plain ! — Be not too much 
concerned, madam j 1 hope his condition is not des- 
perate. An acknowledgment of love from you, per- 
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haps, may work a cure, as the fear of your aversion 
occasioned his distemper. 

Ang, Say you so ? nay, then I'm convinced : and 
if I don't play trick for trick, may I never taste the 
pleasure of revenge I [4side,'\ — Acknowledgment of 
love I I find you have mistaken my compassion, and 
think me guilty of a weakness 1 am a stranger to. But 
I have too much sincerity to deceive you, and too 
much chanty to suffer him to be deluded with vain 
hopes. Good nature and humanity oblige me to be 
concerned for him ; but to love, is neither in my 
power nor inclination ; «» and if he can*t be curM 
'* without I suck the poison from his wounds, Pm 
*< afraid he won't recover his senses till I lose mine." 

Scand, Hey, brave woman, i'faith I — Won't you sec 
him then, if he desires it ? 

Ang^ Wlut signifies a madman's desires? besides, 
'twould make me uneasy — If I don't see him, perhaps 
my concern for him may lessen — If I forget him, 'tis 
no more than he has done by himself; and now the 
surprise is over, methinks I'm not half so sorry as I 
was. 

Scand, So, faith, good-nature works ' apace ; you 
were confessing just now an obligation to his love. 

Ang. But I have considered that passions are un- 
reasonable and involuntary. If he loves, he^can't 
help it; and if I don't love, I cannot help it ^ no 
more than he can help his being a man, or I my be- 
ing a woman ; or no more than I can help my want 
of inclination to stay longer here. [£x2>. 
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ScoJuL Humph 1 — An admirable compondon, faith, 
this same womankind I 

Enter Jeremy. 

Jer. What, is she gone, sir } 

Scand, Gone? why she was never here, nor any 
where else 5 nor I don't know her if I see her, nor 
you neither. 

Jer. Good lack I what's the matter now ? are any 
more of us to be mad ? Why, sir, my master longs to 
see her $ and is almost mad in good earnest with the 
joyful news of her being here. 1 

Scand. We are all under a mistake. — Ask no ques- 
tions, for I can't resolve you 5 but PU inform your 
master. In the mean time, if our projedt succeed no 
better with his father than it does with his mistressi 
he may descend from his exaltation of madness into the 
road of common sense, and be content only to be made 
a fool with other reasonable people. I hear Sir Samp* 
son. You know your cue \ 1*11 to your master. [Exit. 

Enter Sir Sampson and Buckram. | 

Sir S. D'ye see, Mr. Buckram, here's the paper 
signed with his own hand. 

Buck. Good, sir. And the conveyance is ready 
drawn in this box, if he be ready to sign and seal. 

Sir S. Ready I body o'me, he must be ready : his 
sham sickness sha'nt excuse him.— O, here's his 
scoundrel. — Sirrah, where's your master i 

Jer. Ah, sir, he's quite gone ! 

I 
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Sir S. Gone ! what^ he's not dead } 

Jer. No, siJ-, not dead. 

Sir S, What, is he gone out of town ? run away ? 
ha ! has he trick'd me } Speak, varlet. 

Jer, No, no, sir, he's safe enough, sir, an he were 
but as sound, poor gentleman ? He is indeed here, sir, 
and not here, sir. 

Sir S. Hey-day, rasca], do you banter me ? sirrah, 
d*ye banter me ? — Speak, sirrah ; where is he ? for I 
will find him. 

Jer. Would you could, sir ; for he has lost him- 
self. — Indeed, sir, I have almost broke my heart 
about him — I can't refrain tears when I think onhim, 
sir : I'm as melancholy for him as a passing-bell, sir; 
or a horse in a pond. 

Sir S. A pox confound your similitudes, sir :— 
Speak ^o be understood ; and tell me in plain terms 
what the matter is with him, or I'll crack your fool's 
scull. 

Jer, Ah, you've hit it, sir ; that's the matter with 
him, sir ; his scull's crack'd poor gentleman 1 he's 
stark mad, sir. 

SirS. Mad! 

Btick. What, is he non compos 9 

Jtr. Qjiite non composy sir. 

Buck. Why then,all's obliterated. Sir Sampson. If 
he be n0ft compos mentisf his act and deed will be of no 
efiefl ; it is not good in law. 

Sir S. Oons, I won't believe it ; let me see him, 
sir. — Mad ! I'll make him find his senses. 
I 
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Jer. Mr. Scandal is with him, sir; Pll knock at 
the door. 

[Goes to the scene^ wkich opens and discovers 
Valentine and Scandal. Valentine upon 
a couch disorderly dressed."] 
Sir S. How now f what's here to do \ 
Val. Ha! who's that? [Starting. 

ScMnd. For Heaven's sake, softly, sir, and gently : 
don't provoke him. 

Fai. Answer me, who's that ? and that } 
Sir S, Gads bobs, does he not know ? is he mis- 
chievous ? ril speak gently.— Val, Val, dost thou not 
know me, boy ? not know thy own father, Val ? I am 
thy own father ; and this, honest Brief Buckram, the 
lawyer. 

VaL It may be so — ^I did not know you— the world 
is full.— There are people that we do know, and peo- 
ple that we do not know ; and yet the sim shines 
upon all alike. — ^Thcre are fathers that have many 
children ; and there arc children that have many 
fathers — 'tis strange ! But I am Honesty, and come 
to give the world the lie. 

Sir S. Body o'me, 1 know not what to say to him. 
Fal. Why does that lawyer wear black? — —does he 
carry his conscience without-side ? Lawyer, what art 
thou ? dost thou know me i 

Back, O Lord, what must I say ? Yes, sir. 

VaU Thou liest ; for I aip Honesty. *Tis hard I 
cannot get a livelihood amongst you. I have been 
sworn out of Westminster- Hall the first day of every 
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term— *Let me sce^-no matter bow long-^But V\\ tell 
you one thing \ it is a question that would pnzzk an 
arithmetician, if I should ask him, whether the Bible 
saves more souls in Westminster Abbty, or damns 
more in Westminster Hall ? — For my part, I am Ho- 
nesty, and can't telU I have very few acquaintance. 

&V tS. Body o' me, he talks sensibly in his madness 
— Has he no intervals ? 

Jcr. Very short, sir. 

Buck, Sir, I can do you no service while he*s in this 

condition. Here's your paper, sir. He may do 

me a mischief if I stay.— -The conveyance is ready, 
sir, if he recover his senses. [£xti» 

Sir S. Hdd, hold, don't you go yet. 

Scand, You'd better let him go, sir ; and send for 
him if there be occasion : for I fancy his presence 
provokes him more. , • 

Vol, Is the lawyer gone ? *Tis well ; then we may 
drink about without going together by the ears. — 
Heigh ho ! what o'clock is it t My fatlier here 1 your 
blessing, sir. 

Sir S. He recovers ! — Bless thee, Val !— How dost 
thou do, boy \ 

Val, Thank you, sir, pretty well. — I have been a 
little out of order. Won't you please to sit, sir ? 

Sir S, Ay, boy .-—Come, thou shalt sit down by me. 

VaL Sir, 'tis my duty to wait. 

Sir 5, No, no: come, come, sit thee down, honest 
Val. How dost thou do ? let me feel thy pulse — Oh, 
pretty well now, Val. Body o'me, I was §orry to see 
I ii 
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thee indisposed: but I am glad thou art better, 
honest Val. 

Fal, I thank you, sir. 

Scand, Miracle I The monster grows loving. 

[Aside. 

Sir 5. Let me feel thy hand agaun, Val. It does 
not shake — I believe thou canst write, Val. Ha, 
boy ? thou canst write thy name, Val ? — ^Jeremy, 
step and overtake Mr. Buckram ? bid him make 
haste back with the conveyance,— quick I 

[^Extt Jeremy. 

Scand. That ever I should suspect such a heathen 
of any remorse. [Aside. 

Sir 5. Dost thou know this paper, Val ? I know 
thou'rt honest, and will perform articles. 

[SAews Aim the paper^ but holds it out of his reach, 

Val, Pray let me see it, sir ; you hold it so far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 

Sir S, See it, boy ? Ay, ay, why thou dost see it 
*— 'tis thy own hand, Vally. Why, let me see, I can 
read it as plain as can be : look you here — [Reads.] 
The condition of this obligation — Look you, as plain as 

can be, so it begins And then at the bottom— A 

witness my hand^ VALENTINE LEGEND, in great 
letters. Why, 'tis as plain as the nose on one's face. 
What, are my eyes better than thine? I believe I 
can read it farther off yet— let me see. 

[Stretches his arm as far as he en. 
, Val, Will you please to let me hold it, sir ? 

Sir S. Let thee hold it, say'st thou ?— Ay, with lOl 
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my heart — What matter is it who holds it ? What 
need any body hold it ? — I'll put it in my pocket, 
Val, and then nobody need hold it. [Puts the paper 
in his pocket ] There, Val : it's safe enough, boy. — 
But thou shalt have it as soon as thou hast set thy 
band to another paper, little Val. 

£fi/fr Jeremy and Buckram. 

Val, What, is my bad genius here again ? Oh no, 
'tis the lawyer with an itching palm ; and he's come 
to be scratched. — My nails are aot long enough. — 
Let me have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly^ 
and you shall see me a£l St. Dunstan, and lead the 
devil by the nose. 

Buck. O Lord, let me be gone I V\\ not venture 
myself with a madman. [Runs out, 

Val, Ha, ha, ha I you need not run so fast. Ho- 
nesty will not overtake you. — Ha, ha, ha I the rogue 
found me out to be in forma pauperis presently. 

Sir S, Oons ! what a vexation is here ! I know not 
what to do or say, or which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his way ? I am Ho- 
nesty, and can set him right. — Harkee, friend, the 
strait road is the worst way you can go. — He that 
follows his nose always, will very often be led into a 
stink. Probatum est, — But what are you for } religion 
or politics ? There's a couple of topics for you, no 
more like one another than oil and vinegar ; and yet 
these two beaten together by a state cook, make sauce 
fpr t^ whole nation, 
liij 
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Sir S. What the deril had I to do, ever to beget 
sons } why did I ever marry i 

Vml. Because thou wert a monster, old boy. The 
two greatest monsters in the world, are a man and a 
woman. What's thy opinion ? 

Sir S. Why my opinion is, that these two monsters 
joined together make yet a greater ; that* s a man and 
his wife. 

Vol, Aha, old Truepenny ! say'st thou so ? Thou 
hast nicked it. — But it is wonderful strange, Jeremy. 

Jer. What is it, sir ? 

VtU, That grey hairs should cover a green head— 
and I make a fool of my father. What's here ? Erra 
Pater^ or a bearded Sibyl ? If Propjiecy comes. Ho- 
nesty must give place. [£«fii«f Valentine ««</ Jeremy. 

£ii/rr Foresight, Jlfr^. Foresight, and Mrs, 
Frail. 

For, What says he ? What did he prophesy ? Ha,' 
Sir Sampson I Bless us! how are we ? 

Sir S. Are we ? A pox on your prognostications! 
Why, we are fools as we used to be. — Oons, that you 
could not foresee that the moon would predominate, 
and my son be inad!-~Where's your oppositions, 
your trines, and your quadrates ? — " What did your 
*« Cardan ^nd your Ptolemy tell you ? Your Messa- 
*' halah and your Longomontanus, your harmony of 
** chiromancy with astrology !** Ah ! pox on't, that 
I who know the world, and men and manners, who 
don't believe a syllable in the sky and stars, and sun 
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and almanacksy and trash, should be directed by a 
dreainer« an omen-hunter, and defer business in 
expectation of a lucky hour! when, body o*niel 
there never was a lucky hour after the first opportu- 
nity. [Exit. 

For. Ah, Sir Sampson, Heaven help your head I 

^This is none of your lucky hour Nemo omi" 

bus horis sapii I What is he gone, and in contempt 

of science i 111 stars and unconvertible ignorance at- 
tend him 1 

Scand. You must excuse his passion, Mr. Fore* 
sight ; for he has been heartily vexed.— His son is 
Non compos mentiSf and thereby incapable of making 
any conveyance in law ; so that all his measures are 
disappointed. 

For, Hal say you so ? 

Mrs, F. What, has my sea lover lost his anchor of 
hope then ? [Aside to Mrs, Foresight. 

Mrs. For, O sister, what will you do with him ? 

Mrs, F, Do with him? Send him to sea again in 
the next foul weather. — He*s used to an inconstant 
element, and won't be surprised to see the tide 
turned. 

For, Wherein was I mistaken, not to foresee this \ 

[Considers, 

Scand, Madam> you and I can tell him something 
else that he did not foresee, and more particularly 
relating to his own fortune I [Aside to Mrs, Foresight. 

«< Mrs, For, What do you mean! I don't under- 
*« stand you. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



100 LOVl FOR LOVE. 4B IV' 

*^ Sftmi. Huih, softly— the pkawnres of last 
^ night, my dear ; too contiderabk to be fDrgot so 
<* soon. 

«* Mrs. For*^ Last night } and what would your ini- 
** pudence infer from last night } Last night was like 
** the night before, 1 think. 

<< Scamd, 'Sdeath, do you make no difierence be^ 
«« tween me and your husband ? 

** Mru Far. Not mudi-4ie's superstitious ; and you 
** are mad, in my opinion. 

" Scand. You make me mad.— You are not se-* 
** rious } — pray recollect yourself. 

" Mrs. For. O yes, now I remember, you were very 
•« impertinent and impudent— and would have come 
** to bed to me. 

** Scand. And did not? 

" Jlirs. For. Did not ! With what fece can you ask 
<* the question ? 

*« Scand. This I have heard of before, but never be- 
<< lieved. I have been told, she had that admirable 
" quality of forgetting to a man's face in the room- 
** ing, that she had l«n with him all night.; and de- 
<* nying that she had done favours, with more im- 
*^ pudence than she could grant them. [^Aside.] 
** Madam, I*m your humble servant, and honour 
** you." — ^You look pretty well, Mr, Foresight. How 
did you rest last night i 

For.^ Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was so taken up with 
broken dreams, and distra^ed visions, that I remem- 
ber little. 
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Scand. " 'Twas a very forgetting night." — But 
would you not talk with Valentine } Perhaps you may 
understand him ; I am apt to believe, there is some- 
thing mysterious in his discourse, and sometimes 
rather think him inspired than mad. 

F&r. You speak with singular good judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly. — I am inclining to your Turkish opi- 
nion in this matter, and do reverence a man whom 
the vulgar think mad. Let us go to him. 

Mrs. F. Sister, do you go with them ; I'll find out 
my lover, and give him his discharge, and come to 
you. — [Exeunt Scandal, Mr. and Mrs. Foresight.] On 
my conscience, here he comes 1 

Enter Ben. 

Ben. All mad, I think. — Flesh, I believe all the 
Calentures of the sea are come ashore, for my part. 

Mrs. F. Mr. Benjamin in choler ! 

Ben. No^ I'm pleased well enough, now I have 
found you. — Mess, I have had such a hurricane on 
your account yonder! 

Mrs. F. My account ? — Pray, what's the matter ? 

Ben. Why, father came, and found me squabbling 
with yoi> chitty.£su:ed thipg, as he would have me 
marry — so he asked what was the matter. — He asked 
in a surly sort of a way. — It seems brother Val is 
gone mad, and so that put'n into a passion ; but what 
did I know that i what*s that to me ? — So he* asked 
in a surly sort of jnanner — and, God, I answered 
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'cn a$ surlily. What thof he be my father, I an't 
bound prentice to 'en : so, faith I told'n in plain 
terms, if I were minded to marry, Td marry to please 
myself, not him ; and for tlie young woman that he 
provided for me, I thought it more fitting for her to 
learn her sampler, and make dirt-pies than to look 
after a husband ; for my part, I was none of her man 
—I had another voyage to make, let him take it as 
he will. 

Mrs. F. So then, you intend to go to sea again ? 

Bctu Nay, nay, my mind ran upon you — but I 
would not tell him so much. — So he said, he*d make 
my heart ache ; and if so be that he could get a wo- 
man to his mind, he'd marry himself. Gad, says I, 
an you play the fool and marry at these years, there*s 
more danger of your head's aching than my heart !— 
He was woundy angry when I giv'n that wipe — he 
had'nt a word to say ; and so I left'n, and the green 
girl together ; mayhap the bee may bite, and he'll 
marry her himself — ^with all my lieart I 

Mrs, F. And were you tliis undutiful and grace- 
less wretch to your father ? 

Btn» Then why was he graceless first ? — If X am 
undutiful and graceless, why did he beget me so } 1 
did not beget myself. 

Mrs, F, O impiety I how have I been mistaken I 
What an inhuman merciless creature have I set my 
heart upon I O, I am happy to have discovered 
the shelves and quicksands that lurk beoeath that 
faithless smiling face f 
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Ben, Hcy-toss ! what's the matter now ? why you 
bcn*t angry, be you ? 

Mrs. F, O see me no more— for thou wcrt bom 
among rocks, suckled by whales, ' cradled in a tem- 
pest, and whistled to by winds ; and thou art come 
forth with fins and scales, and three rows of teeth, 
a most outrageous fish of prey, 

Ben. O Lord,' O Lord, she*s mad, poor young wo- 
man I Love has turned her senses ; her brain is quite 
overset. — Well-a-day ! how shall I do to set her to 
rights ? 

Mrs. /. No, no, I am not mad, monster; I am wise 
enough to find youout.— Hadst thou the impudence 
to aspire at being a husband, with that stubborn and 
disobedient temper ? — ^You, that know not how to 
submit to a father, presume to have a sufficient stock 
of duty to undergo a wife ? 1 should have been finely 
fobbed indeed, very finely fobbed! 

Ben. Harkee, forsooth ; if so be that you are in 
your right senses, d'ye see, for aught as I perceive 
Vm like to be finely fobbed — if I have got anger here 
upon your account, and you are tacked kbout al- 
ready ! — What dy'e mean, after all your fair speeches, 
and stroaking my cheeks, and kissing and hugging, 
what would you sheer off so } would you, and leave 
tat aground. 

Mrs. F. No, ril leave you adrift, and go which wav 
you will. 

Ben, Wtiat, arc you false-hearted then ? 

Mrs* F. Only the wind's changed. ' 
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Ben* Mow shame for you! The wind's changed? 

It IS an ill wind blows nobody good. — Mayhap I 
have a good riddance on you, if these be your tricks. 

What did you mean all this while to make a fool 

of me ? 

Mrs. F. Any fool, but a husband. 

Ben. Husband! Gad, I would not be your husband, 
ifyouwouldhaveme, now I know your mind; thof 
you had your weight in gold and jewels, and thof I 
loved you never so well. 

Mrs. F. Why canst thou love, Porpus ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do ; don't call names. 

I don't love you so well as to bear that, whatever 

I did. — I*m glad you shew yourself, nustress :— let 
them marry you as don't know you. — Gad, I know 
you too well, by sad experience ; I believe he that 
marries you will go to sea in a hen-pecked frigate. 
—I believe that, young woman ! and mayhap may 
come to an anchor at Cuckold* s Point ; so .there's a 
dash for you, take it as you will 5 mayhap you may 
hollow after me when I won't come to. [Exit. 

Mrs. F. Ha, ha, ha! no doubt pn't. \_^ings.\ 
*« My true love is gone to sea /" [Enter Mrs. Foresight.] 
O sister, had you come a minute sooner, . you would 
have seen the resolution of a lover. — Honest Tar 
and I are parted ; — and with the same indifference 
that we met. — " On my life, I am half vexed at the 
** insensibility of a brute I despised." 

Mrs. For. What then, he bore it most heroically ? 

Mrs. F. Most tyrannically — " for you see he has 
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<< got the start of me \ and I the poor forsaken maid 
** am left complaining on the shore*" But I'll tell 
you a hint that he has giiren me. Sir Sampson is 
cnragedy and talks desperately of committing matri- 
mony himself. If he has a mind to throw himself 
away, he can*t do it more effe6lually than upon me» 
if we could bring it about. \ 

Mrs. For. O fiang him, old fox I he's two cunning Y 
besides^ he hates both you and me. But I have a 
projefl in my head for you^ and I hare gone a good 
way towards it. I have almost made a bargain with 
Jeremy, Valentine's man, to sell his master to us. 

Mrs. F. Sell him \ how ? 

Mrs. For. Valentine raves upon Angelica,-HMKl took 
me for her ; and Jeremy says will take any body for 
her that he imposes on him. Now I have promised 
him mountains, if in one of his mad fits he will bring 
you to him in her stead,, and get you married to- 
gether, and put to bed together — and after consum- 
mation, girl, there's no revoking. And if he should 
recover his senses, he*ll be glad at least to make you 
a good settlement. — Here they come ; stand aside a 
little, and tell me how you like the design. 

£n/^r Valentine, Scandal, Foresight, and 
Jeremy. 

Scand. And have you given your master a hint of 
their plot upon him. [STb Jeremy. 

Jcr. Yes, sir; he says he'll favour it, and mistake 
her for Angelica. 

K 
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Scand, It may make us sport. 

I^'or. Mercy on us ! 

Fal, Husht — ^intcmipt me not — I'll whisper pre- 
^iftion to thee, and thou shalt prophesy. — I am Ho- 
nesty, and can teach thy tongue a new trick. — I have 
told thee whafs past — Now 1*11 tell what's to come! 
— Dost thou know what will happen to-morrow ?— 
Answer mc not — for I will tell thee. To-morrow 
knaves will thrive through craft and fools through 
fortune ; and Honesty will go as it did, frost-nipt in 
a summer suit. Ask me questions' concerning to- 
morrow. 

Scand. Ask him, Mr. Foresight. 

For. Pray what will be done at court ? 

Fai. Scandal will tell you — I am Honesty ; I never 
come there. 

For. In the city ? 

Fal, Oh, prayers will be said in empty churches, at 
the usual hours. Yet you will see such zealous faces 
behind counters, as if religion were to be sold in 
every shop. Oh ! things will go methodically in the 
city. The clocks will strike twelve at noon, and the 
horned herd buz in the Exchange at two. Husbands 
and wives will drive distinct trades ; and care and 
pleasure separately occupy the family. Coffee-houses 
will be full of smoke and stratagem. And the cropt 
•prentice that sweeps his master*s shop in the morn- 
ing, may ten to one dirty his sheets before night. 
But there are two things that you will see very 
strange ; which are, wanton wives with tlicir legs at 
ft 
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liberty^ and tame cuckolds with chains about their 
necks. — But hold, I must examine you before I go 
further ; you look suspiciously. Are you a husband \ 

P^, I am married. 

VaL Poor creature I Is your wife of Covent- garden 
parish ? 

For, No ; St. Martin in the Fields. 

VaL Alas ; poor man I his eyes are sunk> and hi» 
hands shrivelled ; his legs dwindled^ and his back 
bowed. Pray, pray for a metanK)rphosis.— Change 
thy shape, and shake oiFage ; get thee Jilr<^'s kettle, 
and be boiled anew ; come forth, with labouring, 
callous bands, a chine of steel and Atloi* shoulders. 
Let Taliacotius trim the calves of twenty chairmen^ 
and make thee pedestals to stand ere^ upon ; and 
look matrimony in the face. Ha, ha, hal that a 
man should have a stomach to a wedding supper, 
when the pigeons ought rather to be laid to his feet 1 
ha, ha, ha 1 

For, His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scand, I believe it is a spring tide. 

For, Very likely truly ; you understand these mat* 
tcrs. — Mr. Scandal, I shall be very glad to confer 
with you about these things which he has uttered.*— 
His sayings are very mysterious and hieroglyphical* 

VaL Oh, why would Angelica be absent from my 
eyes so long? 

Jer. She's here, sir. 

Mrs, For, Now, sister. 

Mrs. F, O Lord, what must I say ? 
Kij 
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Stand. Humour him, madam, by all means. 

Vol* Where is she? Oh, I see her ? — She comes like 
riches, health, and liberty, at once, to a despairing, 
starving, and abandoned wretch. — ^O welcome, wel- 
come 1 

Mrs, F. How dy'e, sir f can I serve you ? 

Fal. Harkee — I have a secret to tell you — Endy- 
mien and the moon shall meet us upon Mount Lat- 
roos, and we'll be married in the dead of night. — But 
say not a word. — Hymen shall put liis torch into a 
dark lantern, that it may be secret ; and Juno shall 
gi¥e her fcacock poppy water, that he may fold his 
egling tail, and Argus's hundred eyes be shut, ha ^ 
Nobody shall know but Jeremy. 

Mrs. F. No, tio, we'll keep it secret ; it shall he 
done presently. 

Fnl. The sooner the better— Jeremy, come hither 
closer — ^that none may overhear us. Jeremy, I 
can tell you news. Angelica is turned nun ; and I 
am turned friar : and yet we'll marry one another in 
spite of the pope. Get me a cowl and beads, that I 
may play my part — for she'll meet me two hours hence 
in black and white, and a long veil to cover the 
projed ; and we won't see one another's faces, till 
we have done something to be ashamed of— and then 
we'll blush once for all. 

£ii/fr Tattle and Angelic A« 

Jer. I'll take care, and 

^W. Whisper. 
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Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make love to me, you 
spoil my design ; for I intend to make you my con* 
fklent« 

Scand. How's this I Tattle making love to Ange- 
lica I 

TaU. But madam to throw away your person, such 
a person 1 and such a fortune, on a madman 1 

Ang. I never loved him till he was mad; but don't 
tell any body so. 

Tati, Tell, madam? alas, you don't know me. 

I have much ado to tell your ladyship how long I have 
been in love with you — but, encouraged by the im- 
possibility of Valentine's making any more addresses 
to you, I have ventured to declare the very inmost 
passion of my heart. Oh, madam, look upon us both* 
There you see the ruins of a poor decayed creature! 
—Here, a complete lively figure, with youth and 
health, and all his five senses in perfection, madam ; 
and to all this, the most passionate lover — 

Ang, O, fie for shame, hold your tongue. A pas- 
sionate lover, and five senses in pcrfeftion ! When 
you are as mad as Valentine, 1*11 believe you love me 5 
and the maddest shall take me. 

Fal, It is enough. Ha ! who's there ; 

Mrs, F, O Lord, her coming will spoil all. 

ITo Jeremy* 

Jcr, Nq, no, madam ; he won't know her ; if he 
should, I can persuade him. 

ya/. Scandal, who are these ? Foreigners ? If they 
are, I'll tell you what I think. — Get away all the com- 
Kiij 
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pany but Angelica, that I may discover my design to 
her. {Whispers. 

Scand» I will. — I have discovered something of 
Tattle, that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts 
Angelica 5 if we could contrive to couple them toge- 
ther Hark'ee {Whispers^ 

Mrs. For. He won't know you, cousin 5 he knows 
nobody. 

for. But he knows more than any body. — Oh, 
niece, he knows things past and to come, and all the 
profound secrets of time. 

Tatt. Look you, Mr. Foresight ; it is not my way 
to make many words of matters, and so I shan't say 
much. But in short, d'ye see, I will hold you a hun». 
dred pounds now, that I know more secrets than he. 

For. How ? I cannot read that knowledge in your 
face, Mr. Tattle. Pray what do you know ; 

Tatt. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, sir ?— Read it 
in my face I No, sir, it is written in my heart ; and 
safer there, sir, than letters written in juice of lemon, 
for no fire can fetch it out. I*m no blab, sir. 

Vai. Acquaint Jeremy with it ; he may easily bring 
it about. — They are welcome, and 1*11 tell them so 
myself. [To Scandal.] What, do you look strange 
upon me ? — Then 1 must be plain. [Coming up to tkem.'^ 
I am Honesty and hate an old acquaintance with a new 
face. [Scandal goes aside with Jeremy. 

Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

VaL You ? Who are you ? I liope not. 

Tatt, I am Jack Tattle, your friend. 
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Vol, My friend! what to do? I'm no married 
man, and thou canst not lie with my wife. I am very 
poor, and thou canst not borrow money of me. Then 
what employment have I for a friend ? 

Tatt, Hal a good open speaker, and not to be 
tnisted with a secret. 

Aug. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

VaL Oh, v«ry well. 

Ang, Who am I ? 

Val. You're a woman— one to whom Heaven gave 
beauty, when it grafted roses on a briar. You are 
the refleflion of heaven in a pond ; and he that leaps 
at you is sunk. You are all white, a sheet of lovely 
spotless paper, when you were first born 5 but you are 
to be scrawled and blotted by every goose's quill. 
I know you ; for I loved a woman, and loved her so 
long, that I found out a strange thing ; I found out 
ivhat a woman was good for. 

Tatt, Ay, pr*ythee, what's that ? 

VaL Why, to keep a secret. 

Tatt> O Lord I 

Val. O, exceeding good to keep a secret: for though 
she should tell, yet she is not believed. 

Tatt, Hal good again, faith. 

** Val, I would have music. — Sing me the song that 
<« I like. • 

"SONG. 

•* / tdl tkeiy Charmion, could I time retrieve^ 

<< And could again begin to love and live^ 

« To you 1 should n^ earliest of ering g^^i Google 
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<< / knew mj eyt$ would lend my heart toyou^ 
^' And I sAeuld all my votos and oaths renew ; 
<< Buty to he plaint I never w»uld be true* 

** FoTy hy our weak and weary truths IJind^ 
<* Love hates to centre in a point assigned; 
<* But runs with joy the circle of the mind: 
** Then never let us chain what sAomtd he free y 
** But for relief of either seXf agree: 
** Since women love to change, and so do we. 

«« No more ; for Vm melancholy." [fValhs musing. 

Jer, [Jeremy and ScstridA whisper."] 1*11 cU)*t, sir. 

Scand, Mr. Foresight, we had best leave him. Ue 
may grow outrageous, and do mischief. 

For. I will be dire^cd by you. 

Jer, [To Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, madam. — FU 
take care every thing shall be ready. 

Mrs. F. Thou shalt do what thou wilt j in short, I 
will deny thee nothing. 

Tatt. Madam, shall I wait upon you } [To Angelica. 

Ang. No^ I'll stay with him. — Mr» Scandal will pro- 
te6l me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle desires you would give 
him leave to wait upon y«4i« 

Tatt. Pox on*t, there's no coming off*, now she has 
said that — Madam, will you doime the honour ? 

Mrs, For. Mr. Tattle might have used less cere- 
mony I 

[Exeunt Mrs. Frail, Mr. and Mrs. Foresight and 
Tattle.] 

Scand. Jeremy, follow Tatde. r£;«*Uercmy. 
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Ang. Mr. JScandal, I only stay till my maid comes, 
and because I have a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 

Scand. Madam, I am very glad that I overheard a 
better reason which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; for his 
impertinence forced you to acknowledge a kindness 
for Valentine, which you denied to all his sufferings 
and my solicitations. So 1*11 leave him to make use 
of the discovery 5 and yoiur ladyship to the free con- 
fession of your inclinations. 

Ang, Oh Heavens I you won't leave me alone with 
a madman^ 

Scand. No, madam ; I only leave a madman to his 
remedy^ [Exit. 

Val, Madam, you need not be very much afraid for 
I fancy I begin to come to myself. 

Ang, Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll behangM. [Asidt, 

VaL You see what disguises love makes us put on. 
Gods have been in counterfeited shapes for the same 
reason ; and the divine part of me, my mind, has 
worn this.masque of madness, and this motley livery, 
only as the slave of love, and menial creature of your 
beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks ! — Poor Valentine ! 

¥aL Nay, faith, now let us understand one another, 
hypocrisy apart. The comedy draws towards an end; 
and let us think of leaving a6ting, . and be ourselves ; 
amd, since you have loved me, you must own, I have 
at length deserved you should confess it. 

Ang. \Sighi,'\ I would 1 had loved you ! — for, Hea- 
Tjcn knows, I pity youj and, could I have foreseen 
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the bid eflle^s, I would have striven } but ^t's too 
late 1 

Vai, Whai^bad efieas? what's too late ?— My seen- 
ing madness has deceived my father, and procured 
me time to think of means lo reconcile me to him, 
and preserve the right of my inheritance to his estate; 
which otherwise, by articles, I must this momi^ 
have resigned. And this I had informed you of to- 
day, but you were gone before I knew you had been 
here. ' 

Ang. How 1 I thought your love of me had caused 
this transport in your soul ; which, it aeents you only 
counterfeited for mercenary ends and sordid interest. 

Vat. Nay, now you do me wrong ; for, if auy in- 
terest was considered, it was yours ; since I thought 
I wanted more than love to make me worthy of you. 

Ang, Then you thought me mcTceiiar/-^But hew 
am I deluded, by this interval of sense, to reason with 
a madman ? 

VaL Oh, 'tis barbarous to misunderstand me longer. 

£«/^r Jeremy. 

Ang. Oh, here's a reasonable creature*-sure he will 
not have the impudence to persevere U^Come, Je- 
remy, acknowledge your trick, and confess your mas- 
ter's madness counterfeit. ^ 

Jer, Counterfeit, madam I I'll maintain him to be 
as absolutely and substantially mad, as any freehokler 
in Bedlam. Nay, he's as mad as any pro^ftor, iaasi- 
tic, chemist, lover, or poet, in Europe. 
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VaL Sirrah, you lie ; I*m not «uid. 

^«i^. Ha, ha, hal you see he denies it. 

Jar, O Lord, madam, did you ever know any mad- 
man mad enough to own it ^ # 

Vol. Sot, can*t you apprehend ? 

Ang, Why, he talked Very sensibly just now. 

Jer, YeSj madam ; he has intervals : but you see 
he begins to look wild again now. 

Val, Why you thick-sculled rascal, I tell you the 
farce is done, and 1*11 be mad no longer, [^ats him. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha ! is he mad or no, Jeremy ? 

Jer. Partly, I think-^for he does not know his own 
mind two hours, Tm sure I left him just now in the 
humour .to be mad : and I think I have not found 
him very quiet at the present. [One knocks»'\ Who's 
there ? 

Vol. Go sec, you sot. I'm very glad that I can 
move your ntirth, though not you? compassion. 

Ang, I did not think you had d^rehension enough 
to be exceptious: but roadmen shew themselves mOst 
by over-pretending to a sound understanding, as 
drunken men do by over-a^ing sobriety. I was half 
inclining to believe you, till I accidentally touched 
upon your tender part. But now you Ijave restored 
me to my former opinion and compassion. 

Jer. Sir, your fath^ has sent, to know if you are 
any better yet «— Will you please to be mad, sir, or how? 

Vol, Stupidity! you know the penalty of all Tni 
worth must pay for the confession of my senses. I'm 
mad, and will be mad, to every body but this lady. 
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Jer. So ;— just the very back-side of truth. But 
lying is a figure in speech, that interlards the greatest 
part of my conversation.— Madam, your ladyship's 
woman. 

Enter Jenny. 

Aug. Well, have you been there ?— ^omc hither. 

Jemiy. Yes, madam ; Sir Sampson will wait upon 
you presently. \^Asidt to Angelica. 

Vol, You are not leaving me in this uncertainty ? 

Ang. Would any thing but a madman complain of 
uncertainty? Uncertainty and expectation are the 
joys of life. Security is an insipid thing ; and the over- 
taking and possessing of a wish, discovers the folly of 
thechace. Never let us know one another better f 
for the pleasure of a masquerade is done, when we 
come to shew our faces. But I'll tell you two things 
before I leave you} I am not the fool you take me 
for \ and you are nitd, and don*t know it. 

[Exeunt Angelica and Jenny.. 

Vol, From a riddle you can expe£l nothing but a 
riddle. There's my instruction, and the moral of my 
lesson. 

Jer, What, is the lady gone ag^n, sir ? I hope you 
understood one another before she went \ 

Val, Understood I she is harder to be understood 
than a piece of Egyptian antiquity, or an Irish manu- 
script ; you may pore till you spoil your eyes, and not 
improve your knowledge. 
Jer. I have heard them say, sir, they read hard Hc- 
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brew books backwards. May be you begin to read 
at the wrong end ! 

Val. They say so of a witch's prayer ; and dreams 
and Dutch almanacks are to be understood by con- 
traries. ** But there is regularity and method in that ; 
** she is a medal without a reverse or inscription, for 
" indii&rence has both sides alike." Yet while she 
does not seem to hate me, I will pursue her, and know 
her if it be possible, in spite of the opinion of my 
satirical friend, who says. 

That women are like tricks by slight of hand ; 
Which^ to admire^ toe should not understand, 

[Exeunt. 



ACT y. SCENE I. 

A Room in Foresight's House, Enter Angelica 
andjENfiY, 

Angelicam 
Whiei is Sir Sampson i did you not tell me he 
would be here before me I 

Jenny, He's at the great glass in the dining-room, 
omdam, setting his cravat and wig. 

Ang. How! I'm glad on't. — If he has a mind I 
should like him, it's a sign he likes me ; and that's 
more than half my design. 

Jenny, I hear him, madam. 
L 
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jing. Leave me ; and, d'ye hear, if Valentine should 

come, or send, Pm not to be spoken with. [£xt^ Jenny. 

Enter Sir Sampson. 

Sir S, I have not been honoured with the com* 
mands of a fair lady a great while.-* Odd, madam; 
you have revived me— not since I was five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reason to complain. 
Sir Sampson ; that's not long ago. 

Sir, S, Zooks, but it is, madam, a very great while; 
to a man that admires a fine woman as much as I do. 

Ang. You're an absolute courtier. Sir Sampson. 

5i> 5. Not at all, madam. Odsbud, you wrong me : 
I am not so old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a 
man of words. Odd, I have warm blood about roe 
yet, and can serve a lady any way.— Come, come, let 
me tell you, you women think a man old too soon, 
faith and troth you do. Come, don't despise fifty ; 
odd, fifty, in a hale constitution, is no such contempti- 
ble age I 

Ang, Fifty a contemptible age I not at all : a very 
fashionable age, I think«>-I assure you, I know very 
considerable beaux, that set a good face upon fifty. — 
Fiity ! I have seen fifty in a ^ide-box^ by candle-li^t, 
out-blossom five-and-twenty. 

Sir S. Outsides, outsides; a pize take them, mere 
out-sides. Hang your side-box beaux ; no, I'm none 
of those, none of your forced trees, that pretend to 
blossom in tlie fall ; and bud when they should bring 
lortli fruit. I am of a long-liv'd race, and inherit 
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vigour. None of ray Ancestors married till fifty ; yet 
they begot sons and daughters till fourscore. I am of 
your patriarchs, I, a branch of one of your Antedilu- 
vian families, fellows that the flood could not wash 
away. Well, madam, what are your commands ( 
Has any young rogue affronted you, and shall I cut 
his throat ; or-^— 

Ang. No, Sir Sampson, I have no quarrel upon my 

hands 1 have more occasion for your conduct than 

your courage at this time. To tell you the truth, I'm 
weary of living single, and want a husband. 
' Sir S. Odsbud, and it is pity you should !— ^^^Odd, 
would she would like me ! then I should hamper my 
young rogues: odd, would she would; faith an4 

troth, she's devilish handsome 1 lAside.] Madam, 

you deserve a good husband I and ?twere pity you 
should be thrown away upon any of these young idle 
rogues about the town. Odd, there's ne'er a young 
fellow worth hanging — that is, a very young fellow 
— — Pize on them, they never think beforehand of 
any thing — and if they commit matrimony, 'tis as 
Ihey commit murder ; out of a frolic ; and are ready 
to hang themselves, or to be hanged by the law the 
next morning. Odso, have a care, madam. 

u^ng. Therefore I ask your advice. Sir Sampson. 
I have fortune enough to make any man easy that I 
can like ; if there were such a thing as a young agree- 
able man, with a reasonable stock of good-nature and 

sense for I wouM neither have an absolute wit, 

nor a fool. 
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Sir S, Oddy you are hard to please, madam: to 
find a young fellow that is neither a wit in his own 
eye, nor a fool in the eye of the worldj is a very hard 
task. But, faith and troth, you speak very discreetly ; 
** for I hate both a wit and a fool. 

<< Ang. She that marries a fool. Sir Sampson, for- 
*^ feits the reputation of her honesty or understand- 
** ing ; and she that marries a very witty man, is a 
*' slave to the severity and insolent conduct of her 
*^ husband. I should like a man Of wit for a lover, 
'* because I would have such a one in my power: but 
" I would no more be his wife than his enemy ; for 
^' his malice is not a more terrible consequence of his 
<* aversion, than his jealousy is of his love. 

" Sir 5. None of old Foresight's Sibyls ever uttered 
^< such a truth. Odsbud, you have won my heart." 
I hate a wit ; I had a son that was spoilt among them; 
a good hopeful lad, till he learnt to be a wit — and 
might have risen in the state.— But, a pox on't, his 
wit ran him out of his money, and now, his poverty 
has run him out of his wif s. 

Aug, Sir Sampson, as your friend, I must tell you, 
you are very much abused in that matter— he*s no 
more mad than you are. 

Sir S, How, madam I would I could prove itt 

Ang, I ran tell you how that may be done — but it 
is a thing that would make me appear to be too much 
concerned in your affiurs. 

SirS, Odsbud, I believe she likes me! [Aside.^ 
——Ah, madam, all my afiairs are scarce worthy to 
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be laid at your feet ; and I wish, roadaaiy they were 
in a better posture, that I might maketa more becom- 
ing offer to a lady of your incomparable beauty and 
merit.— If I had Peru in one hand, and Mexico in 
t'other, and the Eastern empire under my feet j it 
would make me only a more glorious victim, to be 
offered at the shrine of your beauty. 

Ang. Bless me, Sir Sampson, what's the matter ? 

Sir 5. Oddj madam, I love you — and if you would 
take my advice in a husband—— 

Ang. Hold, hold. Sir Sampson, I asked your advice 
for a husband, and you are giving me your consent. 
I was indeed thinking to propose something like it in 
jest, to satisfy you about Valentine: for if a match 
were seemingly carried on between you and. me, it 
would oblige him to throw off his disguise of mad- 
ness, in apprehension of losing me; fpr, youknow^ 
he has long pretended a passion for me. 

Sir S. Gadzooks, a most ingenious contrivance— i 
if we were to go through with itl But why must tha 
match only bo 4eemngJji earned on i Odd, let it be a 
real contra^. 

yfng. O fie, Sir Sampson, what would the world say I 

Sir S, Say ? They would say you were a wise wo- 
man, and 1 a happy man. Odd, madam, V\l love 
you as long as 1 live ; and leave you a good jointui^c 
when I die. 

Ang, Ay ; but that is not in your power, Sir Samp- 
son, for when Valentine confesses himself in hit 
Liij . 
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senses, he must make over his inheritance to his 
younger brother. 

Sir S. Odd, you're cumiing, a wary baggage. Faith 
and troth, I like you the better. But, I warrant you, 
I have a proviso in the obligation in favour of myself. 
Body o'me, 1 have a trick to turn the settlement upon 
the issue male of our two bodies begotten. Odsbud, 
let us find children, and I'll find an estate! 

Ang» Will you ? Well, do you find the estate, and 
leave the other to me ! 

Sir S, O rogue \ but I'll trust you. And will you 
consent ? Is it a match then ? 

Ang. Let -me consult my lawyer concerning this 
obligation; and if I find what you propose practicable, 
I'll give you my answer. 

Sir 5. With all my heart* Come in with me, and 
I'll lend you the bond. You shall consult your law- 
yer, and I'll consult a parson. . JOdzooks, I'm a young 
man ; Odzooks, I'm a young man, and I'll make it 
appear — Odd, you're devilish handsome. Faith and 
troth, you're very handsome ; and I'm very young, 
and very lusty. Odsbud, hussy, you know how to 
choose I and so do I. Odd, I think we are very well 
met. Give me your hand ; odd, let me kiss it ; *tis 
as warm and as soft— as what ?— odd, as t'other hand I 
—Give me t'other hand ; and 111 mumble them, and 
kiss them, till they melt in my mouth. 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampson— You're profuse of your 
vigour before your time* You'll Spend your estate 
before you come to it* 
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Sir 5. No, no, only giv« you a rent-roll of my pos- 
sessions — Ah ! baggage I — I warrant you for a little 
Sampson. Odd, Sampson is a very good name for an 
able fellow. Your Sampsons were strong dogs from 
the beginning. 

Ang, Have a care, and don't over-a6l your part. 
If you remember, Sampson, the strongest of the name^ 
pulled an old house over his head at last. 

Sir S. Say you so, hussy } — Come, let's go then ; 
odd, I long to be pulling too. Come away— Odso, 
here's somebody coming. [Exettnt, 

Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 

Tatt. Is not that she, gone out just now i 

Jer. Ay, sir, she's just going to the place of ap- 
pointment. Ah, sir, if you are not very faithful and 
close in this business, you'll certainly be the death of 
a person that has a most extraordinary passion for 
your honour's service. 

Tott, Ay, who's that ? 

Jer, Even my unworthy self, sir. Sir, I have had 
an appetite to be fed with your commands a great 
while — And now, sir, my former master having much 
troubled the fountain of his understanding, it is a very 
plausible occasion for me to quench my thirst at the 
spring of your bounty. I thought I could not re- 
commend myself better to you, sir, than by the deli- 
very of a great beauty and fortune into your arms, 
whom I have heard you sigh for. 

Tan, i'll majce thy fortune ; say no more. Thou 
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art a pretty fellow, and canst carry a message to a 
lady, in a pretty soft kind of |>hrase, and with a good 
persuading accent. 

Jer, Sir, I have Hie seeds of rhetoric and oratory 
in my head — ^I have been at Cambridge. 

Tatt. Ay ; 'tis well enough for a servant to be bred 
at an university ; but the education is a little too pe- 
dantic for a gendenum. I hope you are secret in your 
nature, private, close, ha } 

Jer. Osir, for that, sir, 'tis my chief talent; I'm 
as secret as the head of Nilus. 

Tatt. Ay ? who's he, though ? A privy-counsellor ? 

Jer. O ignorance ! [Aside,'] — A cunning Egyptian, 
sir, that with his arms could over-run the country, 
yet nobody could ever find out his head quarters, 

Tatt, Close, dog I a good whoremaster, I warrant 
him!— The time draws nigh, Jeremy, Angelica will 
be veiled like a nun ; and I must be hooded like a 
friar ; ha, Jeremy ? 

Jer. Ay, sir, hooded like a hawk, to seize at first 
sight upon the quarry. It is the whim of my master's 
madness to be so dressed; and she is so in love with 
him, she'll comply with any thing to pleasehim. Poor 
lady ! I*m sure she'll have reason to pray for me, when 
she finds what a happy change she has made, between 
a nudman and so accomplished a gentleman. 

Tatt. Ay, faith, so she will, Jeremy : You're a 
good friend to her, poor creature I — I swear I do it 
hardly so much in consideration of myself, as com- 
passion to her. 
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Jtr. 'Tis an a6t of charity, sir, to save a fine wo- 
man with thirty thousand pounds from throwing her- 
self away. 

TiUt. So 'tis, faith ! I might have saved several 
others in my time; but egad I could never find in my 
heart to marry any body before. 

Jer, Well, sir, I'll go and tell her my master's 
coming ; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, 
with your disguise, at your own lodgings. You must 
talk a little madly ; — she won*t distinguish the tone 
of your voice. 

Tatt> No, no, let me alone for a counterfeit. 1*11 
be ready for you, [£«< Jeremy. 

EnUr Miss Prue. 

Miss P. O, Mr. Tattle, are you here } I'm glad I 
have found you. I have been looking up and down 
for you like any thing, till I'm as tired as any thing 
in the world. 

Tall. O pox! how shall I get rid of this foolish 
girl> [A$ide._^ 

Miss P. O, I have pure news, I can tell you pure 
news— I must not marry the seaman now — My father 
says so. Why won't you be my husband ? You say 
you love me I and you won't be my husband. And 
I know you may be my husband now, if you please. 

Tatt, O He, miss I who told you so, child ? 

Miss P. Why> my father— I told him diat you loved 
me. 
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Tatt, O fie, miss ! why did you do so I and who 
told you so, chikl i 

Miss P. Who ? Why you did ; did not you ? 

Tatt, O pox, that was yesterday, miss ; that was a 
great while ago, child. I have been asleep since ; 
slept a whole night, and did not so much as dream of 
the matter. 

Miss P, Pshaw I O but 1 dreamt that it was so 
though. 

Tatt. Ay, but your father will tell you that dfcams 
come by contraries, child. O fie I what, we must not 
love one another now. Pshaw, that would be a 
foolish thing indeed! Fie, fie ! you're a woman now, 
and must think of anew man every morning, and for- 
get him every night. No, no^ to marry is to be a child 
again, and play with the same rattle always : O fiCf 
marrying is a paw thing 1 

AUss P. Well, but don't you love me as well as yoU 
did last night then ? 

Tatt. No, no, child, you would not have me. 

Miss P. No ? Yes but I would though. 

Tatt. Pshaw, but I tell you, you would not. You 
forget you are a woman, and dou*t know your own 
mind. 

Miss P» But here's my father, and he knows my 
mind. 

Enter Foresight. 
Por, O, Mr. Tattle, your servant, you are a close 
man J but methinks your love to my daughter was a 
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secret I might have been trusted with l^^r had you 
a mind to try if I could discover it by my art ? — Hum> 
ha ! I think there is something in your physiognomy, 
that has a resemblance of her; and the girl is like me. 

TcUt. And so you would infer, that you and I are 
alike-T-What does the old prig mean? I'll banter 
him, and laugh at him, and leave him. [Aside.'] — I 
fancy you have a wrong notion of faces. 

For. How i what ? a wrong notion 1 how so } 

Tatt. In the way of art, I have some taking features, 
not obvious to vulgar eyes, that are indication of a 
sudden turn of good fortune, in the lottery of wives ; 
and promise a great beauty and great fortune reserved 
alone for me, by a private intrigue of destiny, kept 
secret from the piercing eye of perspicuity, from all 
astrologers, and the stars themselves. 

For, How } I will make it appear, that what you 
say is impossible. 

Tau, Sir, I beg your pardon, I am in haste — 

For. For what? 

Tatt, To be married, sir — married. 

For, Ay, but pray take me along with you, sir. 

Tatt. No, sir ; it is to be done privately — I never 
make confidents* 

For, Well 5 but my consent, I mean— You won't 
marry my daughter without my consent ? 

Tatt, Who, I sir ? I am an absolute stranger to you 
and your daughter, sir. 

For, Hey-day! What time of the mooi) is this? 

Tatt. Very true, sir ; and desire to continue so. I 
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have no more love for your daughter, than I have like- 
ness of you : and I have a secret in my heart*, which 
you would be glad to know, and shan't know : and 
yet you shall know it too, and be sorry for it after- 
wards. I'd have you know, sir, that I am as know« 
ing as the stars, and as secret as the night. And I'm 
going to be married just now, yet did not know of it 
half an hour ago; and the lady stays for me, and does 
not know of it yet. There's a mystery for you. I 
know you love to untie difficulties. Or if you can't 
solve this ; stay here a quarter of an hour, and I'll 
come and explain it to you. [Exit, 

Miss P, O father, why will you let him go ? Won't 
you make him to be my husband i 

For, Mercy on us, what do these lunacies portend ? 
Alas 1 he's mad, child, stark wild. 

Miss P. What, and must not I have e'er a husband 
then } What, must I- go to bed to nurse again, and 
be a diild as long as she's an old woman ) Indeed, 
but I won't. For, now my mind is set upon a man, 
I will have a man some way or other. *• Oh, me- 
<< thinks I'm sick when I think of a man ; and if I 
*^ can't have one, I would go to sleep all my life ; for 
** when I'm awake, it makes me wish and long, and 
** I don't know, for what — and I'd rather be always 
" asleep, than sick with thinking." 

For. O fearful I I think the girl's influenced too. 

Hussy, you shall have a rod. 

Miss P. A fiddle of a rod! I'll have a husband; 
and if you won't get me one, I'll get one for myself. 
a 
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I'll marry our Robin the butler ; he says he loves 
me : and he's a handsome man, and shall be my hus- 
band : I warrant he*!! be my husband^ and thank 
me too ; for he told me so. 

Enter Scandal, Mrs. Foresight, and Nurse. 

For. Did he so I I'll dispatch him for it presently I 
Rogue ! Oh, Nurse, come hither. 

Nurse, What is your worship's pleasure ? 

Far, Here take your young mistress, and lock her 
up presently, till farther orders from me. Not a 
word, hassy — Do what I bid you. No reply : away. 
And bid Robin make ready to give an account of 
his plate and linen, dy'e hear ? Be gone, when 1 bid 
you. [^Exeunt Nurse and Miss Prue* 

Mrs, For, What's the matter, husband ? 

For, 'Tis not convenient to tell you no w Mr. 

Scandal, Heaven keep us all in our senses 1 I fear 
there is a contagious frenzy abroad. How does Va- 
lentine ? 

Scand, O, I hope he will do well again. I have a 
message from him to your niece Angelica. 

For, I think she has not returned since she went 
abroad with Sir Sampson. Nurse, why are you not 
gone ? [^Enter Ben.] Here's Mr. Benjamin j he can 
tell us if his father be come home. 

Ben. Who } Father ? Ay, he's come home with a 
vengeance. 

Mrs, For, Why, what's the matter i 

Ben, Matter! Why, he's mad. 
M 
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For. Mercy on us 1 I was afraid of this. 
Ben. And there's a handsome young woman, she, 
as they say brother Val. went mad for, she's mad 
too, I think. 

For, O my poor niece ! my poor niece ! is she gone 
too ? Well, 1 shall run mad next. 
Mr$. For. Well, but how mad \ how d'ye mean \ 
Ben, Nay, I'll give you leave to guess — I'll under- 
take to make a voyage to Antigua. No, I mayn't 

say so, neither but I'll sail as far as Legboro, 

and back again, before you shall guess at the matter, 
and do nothing else. Mess, you may take in all the 
points of the compass, and not hit the right. 

Mrs. For. Your experiment will take up a little too 
much time. 

Ben. Why then Til tell you : there's a new wed- 
ding upon the stocks, and they two are going to be 
^ married to rights. 
Scand. Who \ 

Ben. Why father, and — the young woman. I can't 
hit her name* 
Scand. Angelica? 
Ben* Ay, the same. 

Mrs. For. Sir Sampson and Angelica? Impossible! 
Ben. That may be— but I'm sure it is as I tell you. 
Scand. 'Sdeath, it is a jest. I can't believe it. 
Ben. Look you, friend.; it is nothing to me, 
whether you believe it or no. What I say is true# 
d'ye see ; they are married| or just going to be mar- 
ried, I know not which. 

i . 
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Far. Well, but they arc not mad, that is, not lu- 
iiatic ? 

Ben. Idon'tknoi#\jhat you may call madness— 
but she's mad for a husband, and he^s horn-mad, I 
diink, or they'd never make a match together.— 
Here they come. 

Enter Sir Sampson, Angelica, and Buckram. 

Sir S. Where is this old soothsayer ? this uncle of 
mine ele6l ? — Aha ! old Foresight I uncle Foresight I 
wish me joy, uncle Foresight, double joy, both as 
uncle and astrologer : here's a conjunction that was 
not foretold in all your Ephemeres! The brightest 
star in the blue firmament — is shot from abovey in a 
jelly of love, and so forth j and I'm lord of the ascen- 
dant. Odd, you're an old fellow, Foresight, uncle 
I mean; a very old fellow, uncle Foresight; and yet 
you shall live to dance at my wedding ; faith and 
troth you shall. Odd, we'll have the music of the 
spheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will ; and thou 
shalt lead up a dance in via laBea, 

For. I'm thunder-struck ! You are not married to 
my niece ? 

SirS. Not absolutely married, uncle; but very 
near it ; within a kiss of the matter, as you see. 

[^Kisses Angelica. 

j4ng. *Tis very true indeed, uncle; I hope you'll 
be my father, and give me. 

SirS, That he shall, or I'll burn his globes.— 
Body o'rae, he shall be thy father : I'll make him 
M ij 
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thy father, and thou shalt make me a father, and V\\ 
make thee a mother 5 and we'll beget sons and 
daughters enough to put th| Weekly bills out of 
countenance. 

Sand, Death and helll Where's Valentine ? [Exit, 

Mrs. For, This is so surprising — 

Sir S, How ! What does my aunt say ? surprising, 
aunt ? not at all, for a young couple to make a match 
in winter! Not at all — It*s a plot to undermine cold 
weather, and destroy that usurper of a bed called a 
warming-pan, 

Mrs, Far. I'm glad to hear you have so much fire 
in you, Sir Sampson. 

Ben. Mess, I fear his fire's little better than tin- 
der; mayhap it will only serve to light a match for 
somebody else. The young woman's a handsome 
young woman, I can't deny it : but father, if I might 
be your pilot in this case, you should not marry her. 
It is just the same thing as if so be you should sail 
as far as the Streights without provision. 

Sir S. Who gave you authority to speak, sirrah ? 
To your element, fish ; be mute, fish, and to sea. 
Rule your helm, sirrah ; don't dire6l me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own helm; 
or you mayn't keep your new vessel steady. 

Sir S. Why, you impudent tarpawlin ! sirrah, do 
you bring your forecastle jests upon your father ? 
But I shall be even with you; I won't give you a 
groat. Mr. Buckram, is the conveyance so worded, 
that nothing can possibly descend to this scoundrel \ 
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I would not so much as have him have the prospe6l 
of an estate, though there were no way to come to it, 
but by the n^M-^a^f passage. 

Buck, Sir, it is drawn according to your directions ; 
there is not the^ieast cranny of the law unstopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and 
leak unstopt in your conscience! If so be that one 
had a pump to your bosom, I believe we should dis- 
cover a foul hold. They say a witch will sail in 
a sieve — but I believe the devil would not venture 
aboard your conscience. And that's for you. 

Sir S. Hold your tongue, sirrali. — How now ? who's 
here? 

Enter T ATT vn, 4ind Mrs. F KAIL, 

Mrs. F. O, sister, the most unlucky accident I 

Mrs. For. What's the matter ? 

Tatt. O the two most unfortunate poor creatures in 
the world we are \ 

For. Bless us 1 how so ? 

Mrs. F. Ah, Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle 
and I are — I can't speak it out. 

Tatt. Nor I But poor Mrs. Frail and I are— - 

Mrs. F. Married. 

For. Married ! How ? 

Tatt. Suddenly before we knew where we were 

— that villain Jeremy, by the help of disguises, trick'd 
us into one another. 

For. Why, you told me just now, you went hence 
in haste to be married ! 

M iij Digitized by VjOOgie ' 



J34 LOVE FOR LOVE. AB V. 

Ang, Bur, I believe Mr. Tattle meant the favour 
to me, I thank him. 

Tatt, I did, as I hope to be saved, madam; my in- 
tentions were good. But this is the most cruel 

thing, to marry one does not know how, nor why, 
nor wherefore. The devil take me, if ever I was so 
much concerned at any thing in my life. 

Ang, *Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another. 

TaU. The least in the world that is, for my 

part, I speak for myself. Gad, I never had the 
least thought of serious kindness — I never liked any 
body less in my life. Poor woman ! Gad, I'm 
sorry for her too ; for I have no reason to hate her 
neither ; but I believe I shall lead her a damned sort 
of a life. 

Mrs, For. He's better than no husband at all— — 
though he*s a coxcomb. [To Frail. 

Mrs, F, [To kcr."] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worse. 
Nay, for my part, I always despised Mr. Tattle of all 
things ; nothing but his being my husband could have 
made nie like him less. 

Tatt, Look you there, I thought as much ! Pox 
on't, I wish we could keep it secret; why I don't 
believe any of this company would speak of it. 

Ben, If you suspeft me, friend, V\\ go out of the 
room. 

Mrs, F, But, my dear, that's impossible ; the par- 
son and that rogue Jeremy will publish it. 

Tatt, Ay, my dear, so they will, as you say. 
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Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time ; cus* 
torn will make it easy for you. 

Tatt. Easy ! Pox on't, I don't believe I shall sleep 
to-night* 

Sir S, Sleep, quotha ! No, why, you would not sleep 
on your wedding night ? I'm an older fellow than you, 
and don't mean to sleep. ' 

Ben. Why, there's another match now, as thof a 
couple of privateers were looking for a prize, and 
should fall foul of one another. I'm sorry for the 
young man with all my heart. Look you, friend, if I 
may advise you, when she's going— for that you must 
expe6t, I have experience of her — when she's going, 
let her go. For no matrimony is tough enough to 
hold her ; and if she can't drag her anchor along w ith 
her, sheUl break her cable, I can tell you that. Who's 
here ? the madman ? 

Enter Valentine, Scandal, atu/ Jehemy. 

Vol. No ; here's the fool ; and, if occasion be, I'll 
give it under my liand. 

Sir 5. How now ? 

Vol. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and 
ask your pardon. 

Sir S. What have you found your senses at last 
then ? In good time, sir. 

fW. You were abused, sir ; I never was distraded. 

For, How ? not mad! Mr. Scandal i 

Scand. No, really, sir ; I'm his witness, it was a»' 
counterfeit. 
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Vol. I thought I had reasons— but it was a poor 
contrivance : the effeft has shewn it such. 

Sir S. Contrivance ! what to cheat me ? to cheat 
your father ! Sirrah, could you hope to prosper I 

Vol. Indeed, I thought, sir, when the father endea- 
voured to undo the son, it was a reasonable return of 
nature. 

Sir S. Very good, sir. Mr. Buckram, are you 
ready ? Come, sir, will you sign and seal ? 

FaL If you please, sir ; but first I would ask tlus 
lady one question. 

Sir S. Sir, you must ask me leave first ^That 

lady I No, sir ; you shall a^ that lady no questions, 
till you have asked her blessing, sir ; that lady is to 
be my wife. 

FaL I have heard as much, sir; but I would have 
it from her own mouth. 

Sir S. That's as much as to say, I lie, sir; and you 
don't believe what I say. 

To/. Pardon me, sir. But I refleft that I very 
lately counterfeited madness : I don't know but the 
frolic may go round. - 

Sir S Come, chuck, satisfy him, answer him.—— - 
Come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Buck, Here it is, sir, with the deed -, all is ready. 

[Val.^ocf to Aug. 

Ang, 'Tis true, you have a great while pretended 
love to me ; nay, what if you were sincere ? Still you 
must pardon me, if I think my own inclinations have 
a better right to dispose of my person, than yours. 
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Sir S. Are you answered now, sir ? 

Val. Yes, sir. 

Sir S, Where's your plot, sir ? and your contri- 
vance now, sir } Will you sign, sir i Come, will you 
sign and seal } 

VaL With all my heart, sir. 

Scand, 'Sdeath, you are not mad indeed \ to ruin 
yourself ? 

VaL I have been disappointed of my only hope ; 
and he that loses hope may part with any thing. I 
never valued fortune, but as it was subservient to my 
pleasure ; and my only pleasure was to please this 
lady : I have made many vain attempts ; and find at 
last that nothing but my ruin can efie6l it ; which, 
for that reason, I will sign to. Give me the paper. 

Ang. Generous Valentine 1 [Aside, 

Buck. Here is the deed, sir. 

Val, But where is the bond, by which I am obliged 
to sign this \ 

Buck. Sir Sampson you have it. 

Ang, No^ I have it ; and III use it, as I would 
every thing that is an enemy to Valentine. 

[Ttars tkepdptr. 

Sir S. How now } 

Val. Hal 

Ang. Had I the world to give you, it could not 
make me worthy of .so generous and faidiful a pas- 
sion. Here's my hand ; ray heart was always yours, 
and straggled very hard to make this utmost trial of 
your virtue. [To Val. 

, Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^3^ LOTS FOR LOVE. A3V* 

Vol, Between pleasure and amazement^ I am lost^ 
but on my knees I take the blessing. 

Sir S. Oonsy what is the meaning of this \ 

Mm. MetSy here's the wind changed again. Father^ 
you and I may make a Toyage together now I 

Ang. Welly Sir Sampson, since I have played you a 
tridcy I'll advise you how you may avoid such ano- 
ther. Learn to be a good father, or you*ll never get 
a second wife, I always loved your son, and hated 
your unforgiving nature. I was resolved to try him 
to. the utmost ; I have tried you too, and know yoa 
both. You have not more faults than he has vir- 
tues ; and it is hardly more pleasure to me, than I 
can make him and myself happy, than that I can 
punbh you« 

" Fal. If my happiness could receive addition, this 
*^ kind surprise would make it double.** 

Sir 5. Qons, you're a crocodile. 

For. Really, Sir Sampson, this is a sudden eclipse. 

SirS. You're an illiterate old fool; and I'm another. 
. Tait. If the gentleman is in disorder for want of a 
wife, I can spare him mine. Oh, are you there, sir? 
I am indebted to you for my happiness. [To Jeremy. 

Jer. Sir, I ask you ten thousand pardons : it was 
an arrant mistake. You see, sir, my master was 
never mad, nor any thing like it.— Then how can it 
be otherwise i 

Vol. Tattle, I thank you 5 . you would have inter- 
posed between me and heaven ; but Providence laid 
purgatory in your way. You have but justice. 
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Scand, I hear the Mdles that Sir Sampson provided 
for his own wedding ; methinks it is pity they should 
not be employed when the match is so much mended. 
Valentine, though it be morning, we may have a 
dance. 

fai. Any thing, my friend ; every thing that looks 
like joy and transport. 

Scand, CaH them, Jeremy. 

Ang, I have done dissembling now, Valentine ; and 
if that coldness which I have always worn before 
you should turn to an extreme fondness, you must 
not suspefl it. 

Vai. I'll prevent that suspicion— for I intend to 
doat to that immoderate degree, that your fondness 
shall never distinguish itself enough to be taken no- 
tice of. If ever you seem to love too much, it must 
be only when I can't love enough. 

Ang. Have a care of promises : you know you are 
apt to run more in debt than you are able to pay. 

Vol. Therefore I yield my body as your prisoner, 
and make your best on't. 

Scand. " The music stays for you." [j^ dance. 

[To Ang.'] Well, madam, you have done exemplary 
justice, in punishing an inhuman father, and reward- 
ing a faithful lover : but there is a third good work, 
which I, in particular, must thank you for : I was an 

infidel to your sex, and you have Converted me 

for now I am convinced that all women are not, like 
fortune, blind in bestowing favours, either oa those 
who do not merit, or who do not want them. 
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Ang, It is an unreasonable acaisation, that you lay 
upon our sex* You tax us wkh injustice, only to co« 
ver your own want of ^rit. You would all have 
the reward of love j * but few hav^ the constancy to 
stay till it becomes your due. Men are generaUy 
hypocrites and infidels ; they pretend to worship, but 
have neither zeal nor faith. How few, like Valen- 
tine, would persevere even to martyrdom, and sacri- 
fice their interest to their constancy I In admiring me, 
you misplace the novelty. 

The ndracU to-day is, that we Jind 
A lover true ; not that a womarCi kind. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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Sure Prmdtnce ut first desigtCd this plact 

To be the player's refuge in distress ; 

For stiilf in entry storm^ tkey all run hither ^ 

As to a shedf that shields them from the weather. 

But thinhing qfthis change which last tefel us^ 

It^s lihe what I have heard our poets tell us : 

For when behind our scenes their suits are pleadings 

To help their love J sometimes they shew their reading i 

Andy wanting ready cask to pay for hearts f 

They top their learning on us^ and their parts* 

Once of philosophers they told us stories f 

fVhomf eu I think they called-^ Py^^PythagorieSp 

I*m sure *tis some such Latin name they give them^ 

And we^ w&o hnow no better , must believe them. 

Now to these nun (say they) such souls weregiven^ 

That J after deaths n^er went to hell nor heaven. 

But liv^df I hnow not how, in beasts; and then, 

When manyyears were past, in men again. 

Methinhs, we players resauble suck a soul. 

That, does from bodies ; we, from houses stroll* 

Thus Aristotle's soul, of old that was. 

May now be damned to animate an ass ; 

Or in this very house, for ougkt we hnowp 

Is doing painful penance in some beau : 
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uMikus our audience^ which did once resort 

To shining theatres f to see our sport, 

Kowjind us toss'd into a tennis court. 

These walls but toother day were fill* d with noise 

Of roaring gamesters^ and your damme boys ; 

Then bounding balls and rackets they encompast ; 

And now they* re fiWd with jests^ and flights, and bombast! 

I vow, Idoh*t much like this transmigration. 

Strolling /rom place to place, by circulation; 

Grant Heaven, we don't return to our first station ! 

I know not what these think ;. butyfor my part, 

I carCt refleSl without an aching heart, 

How we should end. in, our original, a cart. 

But we carCtfeary since you*re so good to save us. 

That you have only set us up to leave^ us. 

Thusyfrom the past, we hope for future grace, 

1 beg it 

And some here know I have a begging face. 
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour ; 
For a clear stage won*t do^ without your favour. 



THE END. 
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TO THE RIGHT HOMOOKABLE 

JOHN EAR L OF M XJLGRAVE, 

Centleman of His Majesty's Bedchamber^ and Kaight of the 
most noble Ortfer of the Garter. 



MT LORD, 
Jr/TjBiV 7 hear by many persons^ not indifferent 
judges, how poets are censured most even where they 
most intend to please^ and sometimes by those too 
whom they address condemned Jor flatterers, syco' 
phants, and little fawning wretches ; I confess, of all 
undertakings, there is none more dreadful to me than 
a Dedication. So nicely cruel are our judges, tha^ 
after a play has been generally applauded on the 
stage, the industrious malice of some after-observer 
shall damn it for an epistle or a preface. For this 
Ttason, my lord, Alexander was more to seek for a 
patron in my troubled thoughts than for the temple of 
Jupiter Ammon in the spreading wilds and rolling 
tands. 'Tis certain too he must have been lost, had' 
not fortune, whom I must once at least acknowledge 
hind in my life, presented me to your lordship. Yoi$ 
were pleased, my lord, to read it over act by act; and 
hy particular praises, proceeding from the sweetness 
mther than the Justice of your temper, lifted me up 
frgm my tuuwalmslaneholy and difpdenes to a bold 
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kclief, that what so great an understanding fyarranir^ 
€</ could not Jail of success. 

And here I were most ungrateful if I should ao$ 
satisfy the judging world of the surprise I was in,^^ 
Pardon me, my lord, for calling it a surprise, when / 
was first honoured bjr waiting upon your lordship : 
90 much unexpecud, and, indeed, unusual affability^ 
from persons of your birth and quality, so true an 
easiness, such frankness without affectation, I never 
4aw* Your constant but few friends show the firm* 
ness of your mind, which never varies ; so godUhe d 
^virtue, that a prince puts off his majesty when he 
pans with resolution. Jn all the happy times that t 
extended you, unless business or accident interposed, 
I have observed your company to be the same. You 
have travelled through all tempers, sailed through all 
humours of the court's inconstant sea; you have' 
gained the gallant prizes which you sought, your se- 
lected invaluable friends ; and / am perfectly per- 
9uaded, if you traffic but seldom abroad, it is for 
fear of splitting upon knaves or fools. Nor is it 
pride, but rather a delicacy of your soul, that makes 
you shun the sordid pan of the world^ the lees and 
dregs of it; while in the noblest retirement you enjoy 
the finer spirits, and have that just gteatness to be 
above the baser. How commendable, therefore, is 
9uch a reservation I how admirable such a solitude! 
Kf you are singular in this, we ought to blame tki 
wild, unthinking, dissolute age; an age whose btui* 
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ness is senseless riot, Neronian gambols, and ridicit^ 
lous debauchery ; an age that can produce few per^ 
sons besides your lordship who dare be alone : all our 
hot hours burnt in night revels, drowned by day in 
dead sleep, or if we wake^ it is a point of reeling ho" 
nourjogs us to the field, where, if we live or die, we 
are not concerned; for the soul was laid out before 
fve went abroad, and our bodies were after acted by 
mere animal spirits without reason, 

VFhen I more narrowly contemplate your person^ 
methinks I see in your lordship two of the mostfa- 
mous characters that ever ancient or modern story 
could produce, the mighty Scipio and the retired 
Cowley* You have certainly the gravity, temper- 
ance, and judgment, as well as the courage, of the 
first; all which in your early attempts of war gave 
the noblest dawn of virtue, and will, when occasion 
presents, answer our expectaion, and' shine forth at^ 
full : then for the latter, you possess all his sweet- 
ness of humour in peace, all that halcyon tranquillity 
of mind, where your deep thoughts glide like silenc 
waters without a wrinkle; your hours move with 
softest wings, and rarely any *larum strikes lo discom- 
pose you» You have the philosophy of the first, and, 
(which i con/ess of ally our qualities I love most) the 
poetry of the latter. I was never more moffed at P^ir- 
gil's Dido than at a short poem of your lordship's, 
where nothing but the shortness can be disliked. At 
9urchiirehm$nwish there were more noblemen of their 
B 
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Jnnciion ; so wish I, in ike behalf of depressed poetry^ 
that tkete were more poets of your lordship* s exceU 
lency and eminence, ij poetry be a 'virtuey she is a 
ragged one, and never in any age went barer than 
now u may be objected she never deserved less. 
2^0 that I must not answer: but i am sure when sh» 
jgnerited most she was always dissatisfied, or she 
fvoreld not have forsalen the jnost splendid courts in 
the world, .Virgil and Horace, favourites of the 
mightiest emperor, retired from him, preferring a 
mistress or a white boy, and two or three cheerful 
drinking friends in a country village, to all the mag- 
nificence of home; or, if sometimes they wen . 
snatched from their cooler pleasures to an imperial 
banquet, we may see by their verses in praise of a 
country life, it was against their incli/ialion / fviiness 
Horace, in his episode^^^iiesiiun iUe qui procul, &c« 
part of his sixth satire, his epistle to Fuse* Arist* 
FirgiVs Georgic, O Fortunatos nimium bona si, &€• 
all tendered by Mr, Cowley so copiously and na* 
4h rally J as no age gone before or coming after shall 
equal, though all heads join together to outdo him: 
I speak not of his exactness to a line, but of the 
fvliote. This then may be said as to the condition 
of poets in all times, few e^ver arrived to a middle 
fortune, most have li'ved at the lowest, none, ever 
mounted to the highest; neither by birtk-^^for nonm 
%vas ever born a prince, as no prince, to nty rememm 
brance, was ever bom a poet; nor by industry, be» 
cause they were always loo much transported by their 
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own thoughts from minting the grave business of a 
florid, nor of their humour: whereas ^ evm slave: » the 
rubbish of the earth, have by most prodigious fortune 
gained a sceptre, and with their -vile hearh sit J lied 
the glories of a crown. Praise is the greatest eucou^ 
ragement we chamelions can pre'rnd to, or rather the 
manna that heeps soul and holv together; we devour 
it ap if it was any^eU* food^ and vainly thlnh we groi^ 
immortal For my own part, f achnow'ege t never 
received a better satisfaction from the applause of an 
audience than I have from your sini^le judgment* 
You gaze at beauties and wink at blemish •?, and do 
both so grace: fully, that the first di ^covers the acute-' 
ness of your judgmenty the other the cxreilcncy 
%f your nature* And I can affirm to your lordship, 
there is nothing transports a poet, next to love, like 
commending in the right place ; therefore, my lord, 
this play must be your's; and Alexander, whom I 
have raised from the dead, comes to yon with the as* 
iurance answerable to his character and your virtue* 
Yott cannot expect him in his majesty of two thoU" 
tand years ago ; I have only put his ashes in an urn, 
fvhick are now offered, with all observance, to youp 
lordship, by 

My lord, 
Yotir lordship's most humble, 

obliged, dnd devoted sert^ant, 

Nat. Leb. 



By 
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ALEXANDER THE GREAT; 

OR, 

THE RIVAL QJJEENS. 

A GREAT and glorious flight of a bold^ but frenzied 
imagination ; having as much absurdity as sublimity^ 
and As much extravagance as passion— The Poet, 
the genius, and the scholar, are every where visible. 
This Play a6ls well, and is still frequently per- 
formed. 
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TO 

Mr. LEE on bis J LEX AN P ER. 

The blast of common censure could I fear. 
Before your play my name should not appear; 
For *t will be thought, and with some colour too, 
I pay the bribe I first receiv'd from you ; 
That mutual vouchers for our fame we stand. 
To play the game into each other's hand, 
And as cheap pennVorths to ourselves afford. 
As Bessus and the brothers of the sword. 
Such libels private men may well endure. 
When states and kings themselves are not secure ; 
For ill men, conscious of their inward guilt. 
Think the best actions on by-ends are built ; 
And yet my silence had not 'scap'd their ^pight. 
Then envy had not sufferM me to write; 
For since I could not ignorance pretend 
Such merit I must envy or commend. 
So many candidates there stand for wit, 
A place in court is scarce so hard to get ; 
In vain they crowd each other at the door. 
For cv'n reversions are all begg'd before; 
Desert, ho>v known soe'er, is long dclay'd. 
And then too, fools and knaves are better paid: 
Yet as some actions bear so great a name 
That courts themselves are just for fear of shame^ 
So has the mighty merit of your play 
Extorted praise and forc*d itself a way. 
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»T is here as 't is at sea, who farthest goes. 
Or dares the most, makes all the rest his foes. 
Yet when some virtue much outgrows the rest 
It shoots too fast and high to be exprcst, 
As his heroic worth struck envy dumb 
Who took the Dutchman and who cut the boom. 
Such praise is your's, while you the passions move. 
That 'tis no lunger feign'd; *tis real love. 
Where nature triumphs over wretched art j 
We only warm the head, but you the heart: 
Always you warm ; and if the rising year, 
As in hot regions, brings the sun too near, 
*T is but to make your fragrant spices blow. 
Which in our cooler climates will not grow ; 
They only think you animate your theme 
With too much fire who are themselves all phlegm : 
Prizes would be for lags of slowest pace 
Were cripples made the ju4g?s of the race. 
Despise those drones who praise while they accuse 
The too much vigour of your youthful muse: 
That humble stile which they their virtue make, 
Is in your power 5 you need but stoop and take* 
Your beauteous images must be allow 'd 
By all but some vile poets of the crowd : 
But how should any sign-post dauber know 
The worth of Titian or of Angelo ? 
Hard features ev'ry bungler can command; 
To draw true beauty shows a master's hand. 
John Drydbn. 
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WRITTEN BY SIR CAR SCROOP, BART* 

msesss=. ,■'■.,.'. . , , 

Ho W hard the fate is of the scribbling drudge 

Who writes to all when yet so few can judge ! 

Witf like religion^ once divine was thought^ 

And the dull crowd believed as they were taught ; 

Now each fanatic fool presumes C explain 

The textf and does the sacred writ profane 5 

For while your wits each other's fall pursue^ 

The fops usurp the power belongs to you. 

Ye think y* are challeng'd in each new play-billy 

And here you comtfor trial of your skilly 

Where^ fencer 'Ukef you one another hurt^ 

While with your wounds you make the rabble sport* 

Others there are that have the brutal will 

To murder a poor play j but want the skill ; 

Th^ love to fight ^ but seldom have the wit 

To spy the place where they may thrust and hit '^ 

And therefore^ like some bully of the town, 

Ne*er stand to draw, but knock the poet down. 

With these, like hogs iti gardens, it succeeds^ 

They root up all, and know not fowers from weeds. 

As for you, sparks, that hither come each day 

To aQyouf own and not to mind our play, / i / 

Rehearse your usual follies to the pit. 

And with loud nonsense erown the stage's wit\ 
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Talk of your clothes ^ your last debauches tell. 

And witty bargains to each other sell*, 

Glout on the silly she who for your sahi 

Can vanity and noise for love mistake^ 

Till the coquet f sung in the next lampoon, 

Is by her jealous friends sent out oftozon ; 

For in this duelling intriguing age, 

The love you mahe is like the war you wage, 

T* are still prevented e*eryou come t' engage : 

But ids not such trifling foes as you 

The mighty Alexander deigns to suei 

Te Persians of the pit he does despise. 

But to the men of sense for aid he flies ; 

On their experienced arms he now depends, 

Nor fears he odds if they but prove his friends 5 

For as he once a little handful chose 

The numerous armies of the world t"* oppose: 

So backed by you who understands the rules. 

He hopes to rout the mighty host of fools. 
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COFEI^T.GARDE]^. 



> Mr. Fearon. 

> Mr. Booth. 



Alexander tbi great, - • • . Mr. Clinch. 
Hkphestion, Alexander's favouritey - Mr. Wroughton. 
L Y 81 MACH us, prince of the bloody - - Mr. Hull. 
Cassander, \ r 

PoLYPERCHOx, > Conspirators. - - ^. 
Philip, J ( 

Clytus, master of the horse, - - - Mr. Clarke. 
Thessalus, the Median, - - - • - Mr. Thompson. 
Pkrdiccas, a Commander, • - - - Mr. Whitfield. 
EuMENEs, - ----.--- Mr. Fox. 
Aristander, a Soothsayer, - • - - Mr. L*Estrangc« 
Slave, •---«--•-- ■ 

Women, 
RoxAN A, first Wife of Alexander, - • Mrs. Hunter. 
Sysigambis, Mother of the Royal Family, Mrs. Booth. 
Parisatis, in love with Lysimachus, - Miss Dayes. 
Statira, married to Alexander, - - Mrs. Hartley. 

Scene, Babylon. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The Gardens of Semiramis. Enter Hephestion and 
Ltc siMACHUsfghUngf Clytus parting them. 

Cfytus, 
What I are ye madmen ? This a time for quarrel \ 
Put up I say — or by the gods that form*d mc 
He who refuses makes a foe of Clytus. 

Lys, I have his sword. 

Clyt, But must not have his life. 

Lys. Must not, old Clytus I 

Ctyt. Hair-brain'd boy you must not. 

Hepk, Lend me thy sword, thou father of the war. 
Thou far-fam*d guard of Alexander's life, 
Curse on this weak unexecuting arm I 
Lend it, old Clytus. to redeem my fame ; 
Lysimachus is brave,^nd else will scorn mc. 

Lys, There, take thy sword; and since thou Vt 
bent on death, 
Know *t is thy glory that thou dy'st by me. 
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Cfyt. Stay thee, Lysimachus ; Hephestion hold ; 
I bar you both. My body interposM, 
Now let me see which of you dares to strike^ 
By Jove you *ave stirr'd the old mao I— that rash artn 
That first advances moves against the gods 
And our great king, whose deputy I stand. 
Lys. Some prop'rer time must terminate our quarrel. 
HepA, And cure the bleeding wounds my honour 

bears. 
Gyt, Some propter time 1 't is false — no hour is 
proper ; 
No time should see a brave man do amiss.— 
Say what 's the noble cause of all this madness^ 
What vast ambition blows the dang'rous fire ? 
Why, a vain, smiling, whining, cbz'nin^, woman I 
By all my triumphs in the heat of youth, 
When towns were 'sack'd and beauties prostrate lay,] 
When my blood boil'd, and nature work*d me high, 
Clytus ne'er bow'd his body to such shame ; 
I knew *cm, and despis'd their cobweb arts— 
The whole sex is not worth a soldier's thought. 

Lys* Our cause of quarrel may to thee seem light. 
But know a less hath set the wora in arms. 

ClyL Yes, Troy they tell us by a woman fell ; 
Curse on the sex, they are the bane of virtue I 
Death I 1 'd rather this right arm were lost 
Than that the king should hear of your imprudence-^ 
\yhat, on a day thus set apart for triumph I 
Lys, We were indeed to blame, 
C/yu Tbis memorable day, 
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When our hot master^ whose impatient soul 
Outrides the sun, and sighs for other worlds 
To spread his conquests and diffuse his glory. 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be silent. 
And plays with monarchs whom he us'd to drive; 
Shall we by broils awake him into rage. 
And rouse the lion that hath ceased to roar \ 

Lys* Clytus, thou 'rt right^put up thy sword, He- 
phestion : 
Had passion not eclipsM the light of reason 
Untold we mighty this consequence have seen* 
•f Htph. Why has not reason power to conquer love \ 
Why are we thus enslaved \ 

Clyt, Because unmanned. 
Because ye follow Alexander's steps. 
Heav'ns I that a face should thus bewitch his soul 
And.ruin all that's great and godlike in it 1 
Talk be my bane-^yet the old man must talk* 
Not so he lov'd when he at Issus fought 
And joinM in mighty combat with Darius, 
Whom from his chariot, flaming all with geois. 
He hurl'd to earth. and catch'd th' imperial crown. 
•Twas not the shaft of love perform'd that feat \ 
He knew no Cupids then. Now mark the change ; 
A brace of rival queens embroil the court, 
AAd while each hand is thus employed in beauty 
Where has he room for glory ? 

Hepk. In his heart. 

eiyU Well said young Minion!— I indeed forgot 
To whom I spoke— But Sysigambis comes: 
C 

Digitized by Google 



t8 THB IlITAL QUBBir». AA /• 

Now is your time, for with her comes an idol 
That claims homage.--*! '11 attend the king. {Emi» 

Enter Stsioambis with a Letter, and Parisatis, 

Sys. Why will ye wound me with your fond coni« 
plaints. 
And urge a suit that I can never grant I 
You know my child, *t is Alexander's will ; 
Here he demands you for his lov'd Hephestion ; 
To disobey him might inflame his wrath. 
And plunge our house in ruins yet unknown. 

Par, To sooth this god and charm him into temper 
Is there no vi6tim, none but Parisatts^ 
Must I be doom*d to wretchedness and woe 
That others may enjoy the conq'ror*« smiles ? 

Oh I if you ever lov'd my royal father 

And sure you did, your gushing tears proclaim it— « 
If still his name be dear, have pity on me I 
He would not thus have forc'd me to despair ; 
Indeed he would not^-Had I begg*d him thus 
He would have heard me ere my heart was brokt* 

Sys. When will my suff 'rings end) oh when, ye 
gods 1 
Fdr sixty rolling years my soul has stood 
The dread vicissitudes of &te unmov'd ; 
I thought 'em your decrees, and therefore yielded s 
But this last trial, as it springs &om folly, 
£xceeds my suff 'ranee, and I must complain. 

Lys. When Sysigambis mourns, no common wo^ 
Can be the cause— 't is misery indeed. 
Yet pardon, mighty queen-! a wretched prince 
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Who thus presumes to plead the cause of love^ 
Beyond my life, beyond the world, [Kneeling.^ I prise 
^air Parisatis. — Hear me, I conjure you 1 
As you have autborizM Hephestion's vows 
Rejeft not mine — grant rac but equal leave 
To serve the princess, and let love decide. 

Htpk. A blessing like the beauteous Parisatis 
Whole years of service, and the world's wide empire^ 
With all the blood that circles in our veins. 
Can never merit, therefore in my favour 
I begg'd the king to interpose his int'rest. 
Therefore I begg'd your majesty's assistance ; 
Your word is past, and all my hopes rest on H. 

Lys^ [Rising,] Perish such hopes I for love's a 
gen'rous passion, 
Which seeks the happiness of her we love 
Beyond th* enjoyment of our own desires ; 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do : 
Love owns no influence, and disdains controul ; 
Let 'em stand neuter — 't is all I ask. 

Hepk, Such arrogance did Alexander woo, 
Would lose him all the conquests he has won. 

Lys, To talk of conquests well becomes the man 
Whose life and sword are but his rival's gift I 

Sys. It grieves me, brave Lysimachus, to find 
My power fall short of my desires to serve you i 
You know Hephestion first declar*d his love. 
And *t is as true I promis'd him my aid ; 
Your gloriuus king, his mighty advocate. 
Became himself an humble suppliant for him* 
Cij 
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Forget her prince, and triumph o'er your passion, 
A conquest worthy of a soul like thine. 

Lys. Forget her, madam 1 sooner shall the sun 
Forget to shine and tumble from his sphere. 
Alas I the stream that circles thro' my heart 
Is less than love essential to my being ! 
Farewell, great queen— my honour now demands 
That Alexander should himself explain 
That wondrous merit which exalts his &T'rite, 
And casts Lysimachus at such a distance. l^xii, 

Sys. In this wild transport of ungovern'd passion 
Too far I fear he will incense the king. 
Is Alexander yet, my lord, arriv'd i 

Meffk. Madam, I know not ; but Cassander comes; 
He may perhaps inform us. 

Sys, I would shun him : 
Something there is, I know not why, that shocks me. 
Something my nature shrinks at when I see him. 

lExewU, 

£n/^r Cassander. 

Cos. The face of day now blushes scarlet deep. 
Now blackens into night ; the low'ring sun. 
As if the dreadful business he foreknew. 
Drives heavily his sable chariot on; \Thundir* 

How tierce it lightens I how it thunders round me t 
All nature seems alarm'd for Ale>Lander. 
Why, be it so : her pangs proclaim my triumph. 
My soul's first wishes are to startle fate 
And strike amazement thro' the host of heaven. 
A mad Chaldean with a flaming torch, 
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Came to my bed last night, and bellowing oVr me, 
« Well had it been,' he cry'd, * for Babylon 
* If curst Cassander never had been born.' 

Enter Th ESS ALUS with a Packet, 
How now ? dear Thcssalus I what packet *s that ? 

Hies. From Macedon ; a trusty slave just brought iU 
Your father chides us for our cold delay ; 
He says Craterus, by the king's appointment, 
Comes in his room to govern Macedon, 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder ; 
Therefore he bids us boldly strike, 
Or quit our purpose and confess our fears* 

Cas, Is not his fate resolv'd ? this night he dies. 
And thus my father but forestals my purpose. 
How am I slow then \ If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the lightning, it would ask some moment* 
Ere I could blast the growth of this Colossus. 

Hies, Mark where the haughty Polypcrchon comes! 
Some new affront by Alexander giv'n 
Swells in his heart, and stings him into madness. 

Cas, Now, now 's our time ; he must, he shall, be 
ours: 
His haughty soul will kindle at his wrongs. 
Blaze into rage^ and glory in revenge. 

Enter Polyferchon. 
Poly, Still as I pass fresh murmurs fill my ears ; 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints. 
Poor soulless reptiles I —their revenge expires 
In idle threats— <hc fortitude of cowards I 

Ciy . 
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Their proyince is to talk, 'C is mine to a6ly 
And show this tyrant when he dar'd to wrong me 
He wrongM a man whose attribute is- vengeance. 

Cos, Ail nations bow their heads with servile homage. 
And kiss the feet of this exalted man. 
The name, the shout, the blast, from ev'ry mouth 
Is Alexander ! Alexander stuns 
The listening ear and drowns the voice of Heaven I 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouching spaniels; 
And if this hunter of the barb'rous world 
But wind himself a god, all echo him 
With universal cry. 

Poly, I fawn or echo him ! 
Cassander no ; my soul disdains the thought I 
Let eastern slaves or prostituted Greeks 
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown j 
When Polyperchon can descend so low. 
False to that honour which thro* fields of death 
I still have courted where the fight was fiercest. 
Be scorn my portion, infamy my lot.^ 

Thes. The king may doom me to a thousand tortures. 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, 
Ere I shall stoop to idolize his pride. 
viA Cas, Not Aristaiijer, had he rais'd all hell. 

Could more have shocked my soul than thou hast done 
By the bare mention of Philotas' murder. 
Oh Polyperchon I how shall 1 describe it I 
Did not your eyes rain blood to see the hero ? 
Did not your spirits burst with smother'd vengeance 
To see thy noble fellow- warrior lortur'd, 
'et without groaning or a tear endure ^^^i^ 
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The torments of the damn*d \ Oh 1 death to think it I 
We saw him bniis'd, we saw his bones laid bare. 
His veins wide lac'd, and the poor quivering flesh 
With fiery pincers from his bosom torn, 
Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting. 

Poly, Yet all like statues stood I — cold lifeless sta- 
tues! 
As if the sight had froze us into marble, 
When with colledtcd rage we should have flown 
To instant vengeance on the ruthless cause. 
And plung*d a thousand daggers in his heart. 

Cas, At our last banquet, when the bowl had gone 
The giddy round, and wine inflam'd my spirits, 
I saw Cratcrus and Hephestion enter 
In Persian robes ; to Alexander's health 
They largely drank, and falling at his feet 
With impious adoration thus address'd 
Their idol god : hail, son of thund'ring Jove I 
Hail, first of kings I young Ammon, live for ever I 
Then kiss'd the ground, on which I laugh'd aloud. 
And scoffing ask'd 'cm why they kiss'd no harder \ 
Whereon the tyrant, starting from his throne, 
Spurn'd me to earth, and stamping on my neck. 
Learn thou to kiss it, was his fierce reply. 
While with his foot he press'd me to the earth 
Till I lay welt'ring in a foam of blood. 

Poly, Thus when I mock'd the Persians thatador'd 
him 
He struck me on the face. 
And bid his guards chastise me like a slave: 
But if he 'scape m/ vengeance may lijezjy.y^oogle 
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Great as that god whose name he thus profanes. 
And like a slave may I again be beaten^ 
Scoff'd as I pass, and branded for a coward. 

Cas. There spoke the spirit of Calisthenes. 
Remember he 's a man, hi; flesh as penetrable 
As any girl's, and wounded too as soon ; 
To give him death no thunders are required : 
Struck by a stone young Jupiter has fall'n, 
A sword has picrc'd him and the blood has foUowM, 
Water will drown him, or the fire will burn ; 
Nay, we have seen an hundred common aliments 
Bring this immortal to the gates of death. 

Poly, Oh let us not delay the glorious business I 
Our wrongs are great, and honour calls for vengeance* 
Are your hearts firm } 

Thes. As heaven or hell can make them. 

Poly. Take then my hand, and if you doubt my truth 
Rip up my breast and lay my heart upon it. 

Cos, While thus we join our hands and hearts to» 
gether, 
Remember Hermolaus, and be hush'd. 

Poly. Hush'd as the eve before an hurricane. 
Or baneful planets when they shed their poisons* 

Cas, This day exulting Babylon receives 
The mighty robber— with him comes Roxana, 
Fierce haughty fair I on his return from India 
Artful she met him in the height of triumph j 
And by a thousand wiles at Susa kept him 
In all the luxury of eastern revels. 

Poly. How bore Stalira his revolted love \ 

1 

Digitized by ^OOgie 



'jiR L TBI RIVAL QVESHS^. §5 

For if I err not ere the king espoused her 
She made him promise to renounce Roxana* 

Hies* No words can paint the anguish it occasion'd j 
Ev*n Sysigambis wept, while the wrong*d queen. 
Struck to the heart, fell lifeless on the ground, 
And thus remainM, spite of her care and cordials, 
For an hour. 

Cas. When the first tumult of her grief was laid 
I sought to fire her into wild revenge, 
And to that end with all the art I could 
Described his passion for the bright Roxana ; 
fiut tho' I could not to my wish inflame her, 
Thus £ir at least her jealousy will help > 
She '11 give him troubles that perhaps may end him, 
And set the court in universal uproar. 
But see, she comes. Our plots begin to ripen ; 
Now change the vizor, ev'ry one disperse. 
And with a face of friendship meet the king. [£xaml. 

£ff/^r Sysigambis, Statira, and Parisatis. 

Stat* Oh for a dagger, a draught of poison, flames 1 
Swell heart 1 break, break, thou wretched stubborn 

thing 1 
Now by the sacred fire I '11 not be held I 
Why do you wish my life, yet stifle me for 
Want of air ? Pray give me leave to walk. 

Sys. Is there no rev'rence to my person due I 
Trust me, Statira, had thy father liv'd 
Darius would have heard me. 

Stat. Oh,;ie's false! 
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This glorious man, thb wonder of the worldly 
Is to his love and ev'ry god foresworn I 
Oh ! I have heard him breathe such ardent vow^ 
Outweep the morning with his dewy eyes^ 
And sigh and swear the listening surs away I 

Sjfs, Believe not rumour ; 't is impossible : 
Thy Alexander is renown'd for truth, 
Above deceit 

Stat. Away, and let me die : 
'Twas but my fondness, 't was my easy nature^ 
Would have excused him.— 
Are not liis falsehoods and Statira's wrongs 
A subject canvassed in the mouths of millions } 
The babbling world can talk of nothing else. 
Why, Alexander, why would'st thou deceive me I 
Have I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art! 
Have I not kiss'd thy wounds with dying fondness, 
Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound 'em with my hair I 
Whole nights I 'ave sat and watch*d thee as a child, 
Luird thy fierce pains, and sung thee to repose ! 

Par, If man can thus renounce the solemn ties 
Of sacred love who would regard his vows ? 

Stat. Regard his vows I the monster, traitor 1 Oh I 
I will forsake the haunts of men, converse 
No more with aught that 's human, dwell with dark* 

ness; 
For since the sight of him is now unwelcome^ 
What has the world to give Statira joy } 
Yet I must tell thee, perjur'd as he is. 
Not the soft breezes of tiie genial spring, 
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The fragrant violet or opening rose. 

Are half so sweet as A lexamier's breath. 

Then he will talk—good Gods I how he will talk! 

He speaks the kindest words, and looks such things. 

Vows with such passion, and swears with such a grace^ 

That it is heaven to be deluded by him I 

Sys, Her sorrows must have way. 

Stat. Roxana then enjoys my petjur'd love, 
Roxana clasps my monarch in her arms, 
Dotes on my conqVor, my dear lord, my king I 
Oh, 't is too much I by Heaven 1 cannot bear it I 
She clasps him all — she, the curst happy she 
I '11 die, or rid me of the burning torture I 
Hear me bright god of day I hear ev^ry god! 

Sys. Take heed, Statira, weigh it well my child^ 
Ere desp'rate love enforces you to swear. 

Stat. Ohl fear not that, already havte I weigh*d it^ 
And in the presence here of Heaven and you, 
Renounce all converse with perfidious man. 
Farewell ye, coz'ners of oar easy sex 1 
And thon, the falsest of the faithless kind. 
Farewell for ever I Oh, farewell I farewell I 
If I but mention him the tears will flow I 
How could'st thou, cruel ! wrong a heart like mine^ 
Thus fond, thus doting, ev*n to madness, on thee I 

Sys, Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comes, 
Triumphant In the spoils of conquerM India | 
This day the hero enters Babylon. . 

Stat, Why, let him come \ all eyes will gaze witli 
rapture, 
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All hearts will joy to see the yiflor pass. 
All but the wretched, the forlorn Statira. 
Sys» Wilt thou not see him then } 
, Stat. I swear, and heaven be witness to my vow ! 

Never from this sad hour, never to sec 
Nor speak, no, nor, if possible, to think 
Of Alej^ander more. This is my vow. 
And when I break it— ^ 

Sys. Do not ruin alK 

Stat» May I again be peijured and deluded I 
May- furies rend my heart ! may lightnings blast me I 

Sys. Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation* 

Stat. No, I will publish it through all the court. 
Then to the bowers of great Semiramis 
Retire for ever from the treach*rous world ; 
Xhere from man's sight will I conceal my woes. 
And seek in solitude a calm repose; 
Nor prayers nor tears shall my resolves controul. 
Nor love itself, that tyrant of thelsoul. [Exeunt^ 

ACT 11. SCENE L 
A Triumphal Arck^^^Entcr Cassander and Poly* 

PERCHON. 

Cassander. 
He comes, the headlong Alexander comes ; 
The gods forbid him Babylon in vain 5 
In vain do prodigies forctel his fall : 
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Attended by a throng of sceptcrM slaves 
This rapid conq'ror of the ravag'd globe 
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger. 

Poly, Why all this noise— ye partial powers declare—- 
These starts of nature, at a tyrant's doom ? 
Is Alexander of such wondrous moment 
That heaven should feel the wild alarms of fear, 
And fate itself become a babbler for him ? 

Cos. Cas'd in the very arms we saw him wear 
The spirit of his father haunts the court 
In all the majesty of solemn sorrow : 
The awful speftre fix*d his eyes upon me, 
Wav'd his pale hand— and threatful shook his head, 
Groan'd out forbear— -and vanished from my view. 
A fear till then unknown possessed my soul. 
And sick'ning nature trembled at the sight 1 

Poly. Why should you tremble \ — Had the yawning 
earth 
Laid all the tortures of the damn'd before me 
My soul, unskaken in her firm resolve j 
Would brave those tortures and pursue the tyrant. 

Cos. Yes, Polyperchon, he this night shall die ; 
Our plots in spite of prodigies advance ; 
Success attends us, — Oh, it joys my soul 
ToMeal destruaion like the hand of Heaven, 
Felt while unseen f 

Poly, The Persians all dissatisfied appear. 
Loudly they murmur at Statira's wrongs. 
And fiercely censure Alexander's falsehood. 
D 
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Cas. I know he loves Statira more than life ; 
And when he hears the solemn vow she made. 
The oath that bars her from his sight for ever. 
Remorse and horror will at once invade him, 
Rend his wrepk'd soul, and rush him into madness. 

Poly, Of that anon — the court begins to thicken 5 
From ev'ry province of the wide- spread earth 
Ambassadors in Babylon are met ; 
As if mankind had previously agreed 
To compliment the tyrant's boundless pride. 
And hold a solemn synod of the world. 
Where Alexander like a god should dilate* 

Cas. We must away or nungle with the crowd. 
Adore this god till apt occasion calls 
To make him what he would be thought-^immortal. 

{ExauU* 

A Symphony of Warlike Music, Enter Clytus and 
Aki8t AVOgK, in Ms Rolns, 

Arist. Hasta, rev'rend Clytus, haste and stop the 
king. 

Cfyt, Already is he enter'd, a«d the throng 
Of princes that surround him is so great 
They keep at distance all that would approach. 

Arist. Were he encircled by the gods themselves 
I must be heard, for death awaits his stay. 

Ciyt. Then place yourself within his trumpet's 
sound ; 
Shortly he '11 appear. [Exeuwi. 
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Enter ALEXANDER in a Triumphal Car drawn by Black 
Slaves^ Trophies and Warlike Ensigns in Procession 
brforehim\ Clytus, Hephestion, Lysimachus, 
Arista NDER, Captives^ Guards^ and Attendants* 

See the conq^ring hero comesy 
Sound the trumpet beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel brings 
Sports of triumph to him sing. 
See the godlike youth advance, 
Breathe thejlute and lead the dance ; 
Myrtle, wreath, and roses twine ' 
To deck the heroes brow divine, 

HepL Hail, son of Jove 1 great Alexander! hail. 

Alex. Rise all; and thou ray second self, myfriend^ 
Oh, my Hephestion I raise thee from the earth I 
Come to my arms, and hide thee in my heart ; 
Nearer, yet nearer, else thou lov'st me not. 

Heph. Not love my king I bear vf itness all ye powers. 
And let yoar thunder nail me to the centre, 
If sacied friendship ever burn'd more brightly I 
Immortal bosoms can alone admit 
A flame njore pure, more permanent, than mine. 

Alex, Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurel, 
I know thou lov'st thy Alexander more 
Than Clytus does the king. 

Lys. Now for my fate I 
I sf e that death awaits me— yet I *11 on. 
Dread sir I I cast me at your royal feet. 
D« 
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AUx. Rise, my Lysimachus ; thy veins and mine 
From the same fountain have derived their streams : 
Rise to my arms, and let thy king embrace thee. 
Is not that Clytus } 
ClyL Your old faithful soldier. 
AUx, ClytuSy thy hand— thy hand Lysimachus; 
Thus double arm'd methinks 
I stand tremendous as the Lybian god. 
Who while his priests and I quafF'd sacred blood 
Acknowledged me his son : my lightning thou. 
And thou my mighty thunder. I have seen 
Thy glitt'ring sword outfly celestial fire ; 
And when I 'ave cry*d begone and execute, 
I 'ave seen him run swifter than starting hinds. 
Nor bent the tender grass beneath his feet, 
c Lys, When fame invites, and Alexander leads. 
Dangers and toils but animate the brave. . 

Clyu Perish the soldier inglorious and despisM, 
Who starts from either when the king cries — On. 

Alex. Oh, Clytus! oh, my noble veteran I 
•Twas, I remember, when I passM the Granicus 
His arm preserv'd me from the unequal force: 
When fierce Itanor and the bold Rhesaces 
Fell both upon me with two mighty blows. 
And clove my tempered helmet quite asunder. 
Then like a god flew Clytus to my aid. 
Thy thunder struck Rhesaces to the ground. 
And turn'd with ready vengeance on Itanor, 

Clyt. To your own deeds that vi6tory you owe ; 
And sure your arms did never boast a nobler. 

Digitized by V^OOgie 



AGIh TMB RIVAL (yxEiirs. 91 

Mex, By heaven they never did ; they never can ; 
And I more glory to have pass'd that stream 
Than to have drove a million o'er the plain. 
Can none remember, yes — I know all must» 
When glory like the dazzling eagle stood 
Perch*d on my beaver in the Granick flood ; 
When fortune's self my standard trembling bore. 
And the pale fates stood frighted on the shore j 
When each immortal on the billows rode. 
And I myself appeared the leading god ? 

Artst, Haste, first of hero's, from this fatal place; 
Far, far from Babylon enjoy your triumph. 
Or all the glories which your youth has won 
Are blasted in their spring, 

Mex. What mean thy fears } 
And why that wild distraftion on thy brow? 

Arist, This morn, great king I I viewM the angry sky* 
And frighted at the direful prodigies 
To Orosraades for instruftions flew ; 
But as I prayM deep echoing groans I heard, 
And shrieks as of the damn'dthat howl for sin : 
ShockM at the omen, while amae*d I lay 
In prostrate revVence 0n tjic trembling floor. 
Thus spoke the god ; 
The brightest glory of Imperial man, 
The pride of nations, and the boast of fame ; 
Remorseless fate in Babylon has doom'd 
To sudden and irrevocable ruin. 

Alex* If Heaven ordains that Babylon must fall 
Can 1 prevent th* immuuble degree! 
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£«/«• Perdiccas. 

Per, O horror I horror I dreadful and portentous ! 

jiUx. How now Perdiccas I whence this exclamation } 

Per, As Meleager and myself this morn 
Led forth the Persian horse to exercise. 
We heard a noise as of a rushing wind ; 
When suddenly a flight of baleful birds. 
Like a thick cloud, obscur'd the face of Heaven ; 
On sounding wings from diff 'rent parts they flew, 
Encount'ring met, and battled in the air— 
Their talons clash*d, their beaks gave mighty blows, 
And showers of blood fell copious from their wounds. 

Alex, Tho* all the curtains of the sky were drawn, 
And the stars wink, young Ammon shall go on. 
While my Statira shines I cannot stray. 
Love lifts his torch to light me on my way. 
And her bright eyes create another day. 

Lyi, Vouchsafe, dread sir! to hear my humble suit; 
A prince entreats it. 

jiUx, A soldier asks it — that the noblest claim. 

Lys, For all the services my word has done 
Humbly I beg the Princesa yar as itas > ) '^a^T^ScTiiS 

AUx. Lysimachus, no more— it is not well . 

My word, you know, was to Hephestion given : 
How dare you then — — 

Lys, At your command to scale th' embattled wall, 
Or fetch the gore-dy'd standard from the foe, 
When has Hephestion flown with warmer zeal f 
When did he leave Lysimachus behind ? 
These I have done, for these were in mv power i 
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But when you charge me to renounce my loyc^ 
And from my thoughts to banish Parisatis, 
Obedience there becomes impossible. 
Nature revolts, and my whole soul rebels. 

jiUx, It docs, bpve sir 1— Now liearme and be 
dumb: 
When by my order curst Calisthenes 
Was as a traitor doom'd to live in torments. 
Your pity sped him in despite of me j 
Think not I have forgot your insolence, 
No, tho' 1 pardon 'd it — Yet if again 
Thou dar*st to cross me with another crime; 
The bolts of fury shall be doubled on thee. 
In the mean time — think not of Parisatis, 
For if thou dost — by the immortal Ammon 
I *11 not regard the blood of mine thou shar'sty 
But use thee as the vilest Macedonian. 

Lys, I knew you partial ere I mov*d my suit ; 
Yet know it shakes not my determined purpose : 
While I have life and strength to wield a sword 
I never will forego the glorious claim. 

Alex. Against my life i ha 1 traitor, was it so \ 
'Tis said that I am rash, of hast]^ humour; 
But I appeal to the immortal gods 
If every petty, poor, provincial lord 
Had temper like to mine \ My slave, whom I 
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats I 

Clyt, Forgive, dread sir I the frantic warmth of love; 
The noble prince, I nead it in his eyes, 
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Would die a thousand deaths to serve his king^ 
And justify his loyalty and truth. 

Lys, I meant his minion there should feel my arm : 
{x)ve claims his blood, nor shall he live to triumph 
In that destru6lion that awaits his rival. 

Akx, I pardon thee fi)r my old Clytus' sake ; 
But if once more thou mention thy rash love, 
Or dar'st attempt Hephestion's precious life j 
I '11 pour such storms of indignation on thee 
Philotas* rack, Calisthenes' disgrace. 
Shall be delight to what thou shalt endure. 

Ciyt. My lord, the aged queen, with Parisatis, 
Come to congratulate your safe arrival. 

£«/«r Sysigambis ani Parisatis. 

Al€x. Oh thou, the best of women, Sysigambis ! 
Source of my joy, blest parent of my Ipve I 

Sys, In humble duty to the gods and you 
Permit us, sir, with gratitude to kneel* 
Thro' you the royal house of Persia shines, 
Rais'd from the depth of wretchedness and rain. 
In all the splendor of imperial greatness. 

j^lex. To meet m^ thus was generously done j 
But still there wants to crown my happiness 
That treasure of my soul, the dear Statira 1 
Had she but come to meet her Alexander 
I had been blest indeed. 

Clyt, Now who shall dare 
To tell him of the queen's vow t 
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Alex, How fares 
My love } — Ha f neither answer me ! all silent I 
A sudden horror, like a bolt of ice. 
Shoots to my heart, and 'numbs the seat of life. 

Hepk, I would relate it, but my courage fails me, 

Alex* Why stand you all as you were rooted here ? 
What ! will none answer ? my Hephestion silent I 
If thou hast any love for Alexander, 
If ever I obligM thee by my care. 
When thro* the field of death my eye has watch'd 

thee. 
Resolve my doubts, and rescue me from madness, 

Hepk* Your mourning queen has no disease but grief, 
Occasioned by the jealous pangs of love : 
She heard, dread sir ! (for what can 'scape a lover) 
That you, regardless of your vows, at Susa, 
Had to Roxana's charms resigned your heart. 
And revelPd in the joys you once forswore. 

jilex. I own the subtle sorceress in my riot. 
My reason gone, seduc'd me to her bed. 
But when 1 wak'd I shook the Circe off, 
Tho' the enchantress held me by the arm. 
And wept and gaz'd with all the forcie of love ; 
Nor griev'd I less for that which I had done 
Than when at Thais' suit, enrag'd with wine, 
I set the fam'd Persepolis on fire. 

Heph, Your queen, Statira, in the rage of grief. 
And agony of deperate love, has sworn 
Never to see your majesty again. 

Alex. Oh, madam ! has she ? has Statira sworn 
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Never to see her Alexander more i 
Impossible 1 she could not, would not, swear it* 
Is she not gentle as the guileless infant; 
Mild as the gtoial breezes of the spring. 
And softer than the melting sighs of love f 

Par. With sorrow, sir, I heard thcsolenan »ow, 
My mother heard it, and in vain adjar'd her 
By every tender motive to recall it. 

Sys. Put with that fierceness she resents her wrongs, 
bwells on your fault, and heightens the offence. 
That I could wish your mijesty forget her. 

AUx. Hal could you wish me to forget Statiral 
The star which brightens Alexander's life. 
His guide by day and goddess of his nights 1 
I feel her now, she beats in every pulse. 
Throbs at my heart, and circles with my blood I 

Sys. Have patience, son, and trust to Heaven and me; 
If my authority has any influence 
f will exert it, and she shall be your's. 

jiiex^ Haste, madam, haste, if you would have me 
live; 
Fly, ere for ever she abjure the world. 
And stop the sad procession : [£xtt$ys.]and Parisatis, 
Hang thou about her, wash her feet with tears — 
Nay haste ; the breath of gods, and eloquence 
Of angels go along with you. lExit Par. 

Oh my heart ! 

Lys. Now let your majesty who feels the pangs 
Of disappointed love, reflet on mine. 

Akx. Hal 
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Clyt, What I are you mad } is this a time to pkad I 
Lys, The properest time ; he dares not now be partial. 
Lest Heavtn in jttstice should avenge my wrongs, 
And (AonWc every pang which he feels, now. 

Alex. Why dost thou tempt me thus to thy undoing ? 
Death thou shonid*st have were it not omrted so : 
But kno\^^, to thy confusion, that my word. 
Like destiny, admits of no repeal ; 
Therefore in chains shall thou behold the nuptials 
Of my Bephestioa, Guards, take him prisoner. 

[The Guards seize Lys. 
Lyi, Away, ye slaves I I *11 not resign my sword, 
'Till first I 'ave drenchM it in my rival's blood. 

yllex. 1 charge you kill him not; take him alive; 
The dignity of kings is now concenr'd, 
And I will find a way to tame this rebel. 

Clyt. Kneel — for I see rage lightning in his eyes. 
lys. I neither hope nor will i sue for pardon. 
Had I my sword and liberty again 1 
Ag^in 1 Hould attempt his favourite's heart. 
Alex. Hence from my sight, and bear him to a 
dungeon. 
Perdtccas, give this lion to a lion : 
None speak for him : fly ; stop his mouth ; away. 

[Exeunt Lys. Per. and Guards. 
Clyt, This comes of women — the result of love : 
'Tis folly all, »tis frenzy and distraction ; 
Yet were 1 heated now with wine I doubt 
1 should be preaching in this foors behalf. 

Alex. Come hither, Clytus, and my friend Hcpht. 
•tMo; 
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Lend me your arms: 

I fear betwixt Statira's cruel vows 

And fond Roxana's arts your king wiU fall. 

Clyt. Better the race of women were destroyed. 
And Persia sunk in everlasting ruin I 

HepA. Look up^my lord^ and bend not thus your heady 
As if you purpos'd to forsake the world. 
Which you have greatly won. 

jiUx. Would I had not; 
There 's no true joy in such unwieldy fortune. 
Eternal gazers lasting troubles make ; 
All find my spots, but few observe my brightness. 
Stand from about me all, and give me air* 
Yes, I will shake this Cupid from my soul, 
I '11 fright the feeble god with war's alarms. 
Or drown his power in floods of hostile blood. 
Grant me, great Mars I once more in arms to shine, 
And break like lightning thro' th* embattled line; 
Thio' fields of death to whirl the rapid car. 
And blaze amidst the thunder of the war. 
Resistless as the bolt that rends the grove ; 
Or greatly perish like the son of Jove« [Zxeuni* 

ACT III. SCENE L 

An open Courts Trumpets sounding a Dead MarcAi Ly* 
8IMACHUS led Prisoner i £uM£NU8, P£RDICCAS| 
Paris ATis, and Guards. 

Parisatts. 
Stay, my Lysimachus 1 a moment stay I 
Oh, whither art thou going!— hold a moment! 
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Unkind I thoo know 'at my life was wrapt in thine, 
Why wonld'st thou then to worse than death expose me? 

Lys, Ohy may'st thou Liire in joys without allay I 
Grant it, ye gods I a better fortune waits thee; 
Live and enjoy it— 't is my dying wish. 
While to the grave the lost Lysimachus 
Alone retires, and bids the world adieu. 

Par. Even in the grave wHl Parisatis join thee; 
Yes, cruel man I nor death itself shall part us : 
A m(rther*s power, a sister's softening tears^ 
With all the fury of a tyrant's frown. 
Shall not compel me to outlive thy loss. 

Ly$, Were I to Ihre 'till nature's self decay'd 
This wondrous waste of unexampled love 
I never could repay— O Parisatis I 
Thy charms might fire a coward into courage. 
How must they a^ then or a soul like mine ? 
Defenceless and unarm'd 1*11 fight for thee, 
And may perhaps compel th' astonish'd world. 
And force the king to own that I deserve thee. 
Eumenes, take the princess to thy charge* 
Away Perdiccas, all my soul 's on fire. [Exeunt* 

SCENE II. 

^e Palace. £i2(^ Rox ana a»</ Cass amdbr. 
Rox. Deserted I said'st thou \ for a girl abandon'd I 
A puny girl, made up of watery elements ! 
Shall she embrace the god of my desires. 
And triumph in the heart Roxana claims f 

Digitized by V^OOgle ^ 



4t THS I.IVAL qtrsBNS. AB IIL 

Cos. Oh, princess I had you seen his wild despaifi 
Had you beheld him when he heard her vow. 
Words would but wrong the agonies he felt ; 
He fainted thrice, and life seem'd fled for ever ; 
And when by our assidious care recall'd. 
He snatcli'd his sword, and aim'd it at his breast ; 
Then rail'datyou with most unheard of curses. 

Rox, If I forget it may'st thou, Jove, deprive me 
Of vengeance, make me the most wretched thing 
On earth while living, and when dead the lowest 
Of the fiends. 

Cos. Oh, nobly said 1 
Just is the vengeance which inflames your soul ; 
Your wrongs detnand it— but let reason govern ; 
This wild rage else may disappoint your aims. 

Rox. Away, away, and give a whirlwind room I 
Pride, indignation, fury, and contempt. 
War in my breast, and torture me to madness. 

Cat. Oh I think not I would check your boldest 
flights : 
No— I approve 'em, and will aid your vengeance : 
But, princess, let us choose the safest course ; 
Or we may give our foes new cause of triumph, 
Should they discover and prevent our purpose. 

Rox, Fear not, Cassander, nothing shall prevent it, 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. 
My soul from childhood has aspir'd to empire ; 
In early nonage I was us'd ro reign 
Among my she companions ; I despis'd 
Tbe trifling arts and little wiles of women. 
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^nd taught thjem with an Amazonian spirit 
To win the steed, to chase the foaming boar ; 
And conquer man, the lawless, chartered savage. 

Cos. Her words, her looks, her every motion, fires' 
me. 

Rox, But when I heard of Alexander's fame. 
How with a handful he had conquered millions^ 
Spoird all the east, and captive led our queens^ 
Unconquer'd by their charms. 
With heavenly pity he assuag'd their woes, 
Dry'd up their tears, and sooth'd them mto peace, 
I hung attentive on my father's lips, 
And wish'd him tell the wondrous tale again. 
No longer pleasing were my former sports, 
Ix>ve had it's turn, and all the woman rcign'd: 
Involuntary sighs hcav'd in my breast, 
And glowing blushes crimson 'd on my cheek; 
Even in my slumbers I have often mourn'd 
In plaintive sounds, and murmur'd, Alexander. ^ . 

Cos, Curse on his name — she doats upon him stitU^'^ 

Rox. At lengtlv this conqueror to Zogdia came. 
And cover'd o'er with laurels storm*d the city : 
But oh, Cassander 1 where shall I find words 
To paint th' ecstatic transports of my soul; 
When midst the circle of unrivall'd beauties 
I saw myself distinguish'd by the hero 1 
With artless rapture I receiv'd his vows. 
The warmest sure that lover ever breaih*d 
Of fervent love and everlasting truth* 

Cos. And need you then be told those times are pas^' 
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Statira now. engrotset all hb thoughts ; 

The Persian queen without a rival reigns 

Sole mistress of his heart-— nor can thy diarms. 

The brightest sure that ever woman boasted. 

Nor all his vows of everlasting love, 

Secure Roxana from disdain and insult* 

Rox. Oh, thou bast rons'd the lion in mj aou^I 
Ha! sliall the daughter of Darius bold him \ 
No, *t is resolvM; I will resume my sphere. 
Or falling, spread a general ruin round me. 
Roxana and Statira ) th^y are names 
That must for ever jar; 
When they encounter, thunder mutt ensue. 

Cos. Behold she comes in all the pomp 6f sorrow, 
Determin'd to fulfil her solemn vow. \X^ retire. 

Enter Sysioambis mJStati&A. 

Box, Away, and let' us mark th* important scene. 
^Sys. Oh, my Statira! how has passion changMtheel 
Think in the rage of disappointed love. 
If treated thus and hurry 'd to extremes. 
What Alexander may denounce against us. 
Against the poor remains of lost Darius. 

Siau Oh, fear not that f I know he will be kind, 
For my sake kind, to you and Parisatis. 
Tell him I raird not at his falsehood to me. 
But with my parting breath spoke kindly of him ; 
Tell him I wept at our divided loves. 
And sighing sent a last forgiveness to hhn. 

^1. No> I can ne'er again presume to meet hhn, 
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Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander^ 

If thou refuse to see him Oh,'Statira I 

Thy aged mother and thy weeping country 
Claim thy regard and challenge thy compassion : 
Hear us, my child, and lift us from despair. 

Stat, Thus low I cast me at your royal feet 
To bathe them with my tears ; or if you please 
I Ul let out life and wash *em with my blood ; 
But I conjure thee not to rack my soul. 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfedt Qiadness: 
Should now Darius* awful ghost appear, 
And you, my mother, stand b:seeching by^ 
I would persist to death and keep my vow. 

Rox, This fortitude of soul compels my wonder. 

Sys. Hence from my sight I ungrateful wretch be* 
gone I 
Hence to some desert. 

And hide thee where bright virtue never shone ; 
For in the sight of Heaven I here renoum:e 
And cast thee o% an alien to my blood. [£xiV Sys. 

R$x, [Comes forward.] Forgive, great queen, th* 
intrusion of a stranger ; 
With grief Roxana sees Statira weep : 
I 'ave heard and much applaud your fixt resolve 
To quit the world for Alexander's sake ; 
And yet I fear so greatly he adores you 
That he will rather choose to die of sorrow 
Than live for the despis'd Roxana's charms. 

Stat, Spare, madam, spare your counterfeited fears i 
You know your beauty and have proved it*spovfer ; 
£iii 
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Tho* humbly born, have you not captive held 
In love's soft chains the conqueror of the worldl 
Away to libertine* and boast thy conquest, 
A shameful conquest ! In his hour of riot 
Then, only then , Roxana could surprise 
My Alexander's heart. 

Rox. To some romantic grove's scquesterM gloom 
Thy sickly virtue would it seems retire 
To shun the triumphs of a favour*d rival : 
In vain thou fly'st — for there, even there, I 'll haunt 

thee, 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night : 
There thou shalt hear in what ecstatic joys 
Roxana revels with the first of men ; 
And as thou hear'st the rapt'rous scene recited. 
With frantic jealousy thou 'It madly curse 
Thy own weak charms that could not fix the rover. 

StaU How weak is woman f at the storm she shrinks, 
Dreads the drawn sword and trembles at the thunder; 
Yet when strong jealousy inflames her soul 
The sword may glitter and the tempest roar; 
She scorns the danger and provokes her fate. 
Rival, I thank thee — thou hast fir'd my soul, 
And rais*d a storm beyond thy power to lay ; 
Soon shalt thou tremble at the dire effects. 
And curse too late the folly that undid thee. 
Rox, Sure the disdain'd Statira dares not mean it. 
Stat, By all my hopes of happiness I dare : 
And know, proud woman, what a mother's threatS| 
A sister*^. sighs, and Alexander's tears, 
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Could not tfkR^ thy nval rage has done. 

My soul, that starts at breach of oaths begun. 

Shall to thy ruin violated ruo : 

1*11 see the l^iag in spite of all I swore; 

Tho* curs'd, that thou may'st never see him more. 

Enter Albxandbr, UiPUBSTiONy Clttus, &Cm 

j4Ux, Oh, my Statira \ — thou relentless fair I 
Turn thine eyes on me — I would talk to them. 
What shall I say to work upon thy soul I 
What words, what looks, can melt thee to forgivenessJ 

Stat. Talk of Roxana and the conquer'd Indies, 
Thy great adventures and successful love, 
And I will listen to the rapt'rous tale ; 
But rather shun me, shun a desperate wretch 
Resign'd to sorrow and eternal woe. 

Alex. Oh, I could die, with transport die bef9re 
thee I 
Would'st thou but as I lay convuls'd in death. 
Cast a kind look or drop a tender tear : 
Say but 'tw^s pity one so fam'd in arms. 
One who has *scap'd a thousand deaths in battle; 
For the first fault should fall a wretched vi^im 
To jealous anger and offended love. 

Rox, Am I then fallen so low in thy esteem. 
That for another diou would'st rather die 
Than live for me } — How am I altered, tell me, 
Since last at Susa with repeated oaths 
You swore the conquest of the wbrld afforded 
Less joy, less glory, than Roxana'slove \ 
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AUx. Take, Ukc that conqucr'dworid, dispose of 
■ crowns. 
And canton out the empires of the globe ! 
But leare me, madam, with repentant tears 
And undissembled sorrows to atone 
The wrongs I' ve offier'd to this injur'd excellence. 

Box* Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art I 
Bane to my life, and murd'rer of my peace. 
I will be gone; this last disdain has cur*d me* 
But have a care^ — I warn you not to trust me % 
Or by the gods, that witness to thy perjuries, 
I *11 raise a fire that shall consume you both, 
Tho' I partake the ruin. [£*iV# 

Enter Sysigambis. 

Stdt, Alexander 1 — Oh, is it possible I 
Immortal gods I can guilt appear so lovely ? 
Ye(, yet I pardon, I forgive thee all. 

Alex, Forgive me all 1 oh catch the heavenly sounds 1 
Catch them, ye winds I and as ye fly disper!>e 
The rapt'rous tidings thro' th' extended v^orld. 
That all may share in Alexaoder*s joy I 

Stat, Yes, dear deceiver 1 I forgive thee all. 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue. 
For while I hear thee my resolves give way ; 
Be therefore quick, and take thy last farewell : 
Farewell, my love-«eternally farewelll 

A/ex* Oh, my Hephestion^ bear me or I sink* 
Why, why Statira, will you use me thus^ 
I know the cause, my working brain divides it; 
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You say you* ve parclon'dy but with tbi* resenre. 
Never again to bleaa roe witU your love. 

Stau AiUceingHeaveftMi^pfiortinel 

Ak»* Speak to nae, love; tho* bantsbment and 
death 
Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue pronoimces 
The music will a while lutpend my pains. 
And mitigate tke horrors of despair. 
Oh, could I see you thus ? 

Stau His sorrows wound my hearty 
Soft pity pleads, and I again must love him; 
But I have sworn, and therefore cannot yield. 

Alex* Go then, inhuman ! triumph in my pains, 
Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart. 
For now 'tis plain you never lov*d. Statira \ 
Oh, I could sotmd that charming cruel name 
*Till the thr'd echo faint with repetition ; 
•Till all the breathless groves and quiet myrtles 
Shook with my sighs, as if a tempest bowM *em . 
My tongue could dwell for ever on that name. 
Statira I oh, Statira 1 

Stau Such was his looks, so mehing was his voice. 
Such his soft sighs, and his deluding tears, 
When with that pleasing perjur'd breath avowing 
His whispers trembled thro' my credulous ears. 
And told the story of my utter ruin. 
Godsl if I stay I shall again believe: 
Farewell, thou greatest pleasure, greatest pain! 

AUx, I charge ye, stay her ; 
Oh, turn thee, thou bewitching brightness, turn, 
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Hear my last words, and sec ray dying pangs I 
Lo I at your feel behold a monarch fells, 
A prince who ^vc the conqoer'd world to thee. 
And tbou^ thy love bought cheaply with the gift ; 
Whose glories, laurels, blodm but in thy smiles. 
Now shrunk and blasted by thy cruel hate. 
Untimely falls. Yet oh 1 when thou shalt die 
May death be mild, as thou art cruel now* 
And may thy beauties gently sink to eartti. 
While circling angels waft thee to tepose I 

Sys. Art thou tum'd savage? is thy heart of marbled 
%\xt if this posture move thee not to pity 
I never will speak more. 
AUx. Oh, my Statira 1 
I swear, my queen, 1* U not outlive our parting. 
My soul grows still as death. Say, wilt thou pardon^ 
•T is all I ask. Wilt thou forgive the transports 
Of a deep wounded heart, and all is well I 
St4U. Rise, and may heaven forgive you like Statira! 

AUx. You arc too gracious Clytus, bear mc 

hence. 
When I am laid i'th' earth yield her the world. 
There 's something here that heaves as cold as ice, 
That stops my breath. Farewell, farewell for evcrl 

Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his arms. 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander I 
If thy Statira's love can give thee joy 
Revive, and be immortal as the gods. 

Alex. My flutfring heart, tumultuous with it&bliis, 
Would leap into thy bosom: 't is too much. 
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Oh, let me press thee in my eager armS| 

And strain thee hard to my transported breast. * ' 

Stat, But shall Roxana 

AUx. Let her not be nam'd* 
Oh, madam I how shall I repay your goodness; 
And you, my fellow warriors, who could grieve 
For your lost king ? But talk of griefs no more; 
The banquet waits, and I invite you all. 
My equals in the throne as in the grave. 
Without distinflion come, and share my joy. 

Clyt, Excuse me, sir, if I for once am absent. 

jiUx. Excuse thee, Clytus I none shall be excus'd J 
All revel out the day, 't is my command. 
Gay as the Persian god ourself will stand 
With a crown'd goblet in our lifted hand; 
Young Ammon and Statira shall go round, 
While antic measures beat the burthen'd ground. 
And to the vaulted skies our trumpets clangors sound. 

[Exeunt^R 

ACT IF. SCENE I. 

Enter Clytus, Hephestion, and Eumenes, 

Cfytus. 
Urge me no more, I hate the Persian dress, 
iior should the king be angry at the rev'rence 
1 owe my country— sacred are her customs, 
And honest Clytus ^\\\ to death observe them. 
Qh I let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
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Or, like Calistheaesy be cag*d for life» 
Ralier than shine in fiiishions of the east. 

Etm. Let me, brave Ciy tus, as a friend intreat you. 

Heph. What virtue is there that adorns a throne. 
Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man, 
Which shines not brightly in our royal master 2 
And yet perversely you'll oppose liis will. 
And thwart an innocent unhurtfiil humour. 

Clyt. Unhurtfull oh, 'tis monstrous affeflationi 
Pregnant with venom, ia its nature black. 
And not to be excus'd !— -Shall man, weak man! 
Exaft the rev'rence which we pay to Heaven, 
And bid his fellow-creatures kneel before him» 
And yet be innocent } Uephestion, no ; 
The pride that lays a claim to adoration 
Insults our reason and provokes the gods. 

Emm. Yet what was Jove, the god whom we adore? 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to heaven 
For gen*rous a6ts and virtues more than human ? 

Heph* By all his thunder and his sovereign power 
I *ll not believe the world yet ever felt 
An arm like Alexander's.-^Not that god 
You nam'd, tho* riding in a car of fire. 
Could in a shorter space do greater deeds ; 
Or more effectually have taught mankind 
To bend submissive, and confess his sway. 

OyU I tell you, boy, that Clytus loves the king 
As well as you or any soldier here; 
Yet I disdain to sooth his growkig pride : 
The hero charms me^but the god offendSt 
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Heph. Ihtn g© not to the banquet. 

ayt. Why, t was bid, ^ 

Young mmion-^was I not, as w«il a3 yon ? 
I '11 go, my friend, m thh old habit, thus. 
And laugh, and drink the kifig's health heartily; 
And while you blushing bow your heads %o earth. 

And hide them in the dust 1 'H stand tttGt^ 

Straight as a spear, th« pclhur of my coantry. 
And be by so much nearer to the gods. 

Heph, But see, tlie king aippears. 

Entn Albxamdbr, Stati&a, SysiGAiiBiSy Paii« 
SATIS, and dtundants. 

Par. Oh, gracious monarch I 
Spare hhn, oh, spare Lysimachus's life I 
I know you wil l the bnrrc delight in mercy. 

AUx* Shield me, Statira, ^ietd me from her sor- 
rows< 

Par. Save him, oh save him ere it be too latcl 
Speak the kind word s let not yowr tsMitr perish 
For one rash a6lion by despair occastonM. 
I '11 follow thus, for ever on my knees; 
You shaJl not pass. Statira, oh intreat Iwm I 

AUx. Oh, madam r tateher, take her from about 
me; 
Her streaming eyes assail my very soul. 
And shake my best resolves. 

Stat, Did I not break 
Thro^ all for you ? Nay, now my lord, you must: 
By dil th' obedience I have paid you long. 
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By all your passion, sighs, and tender looks. 
Oh, «ave a prince whose only crime is love I 

Sys. I had not jmn'd in this bold suit, my son ; 
But that it adds new lustre to your honours. 

Akx. Honour I what's that? Has not Statin 
said it I 
Were I the king of the blue firmament. 
And the bold Titans should again make war, 
Tho' my resistless thunders were prepar'd. 
By all the gods she should arrest my arm 
Uplifted to destroy them I Fly, Hephestion, 
Yly, Clytusj snatch him from the jaws of death. 
And to the royal banquet bring him straight. 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 

[Exeunt Htph.&€, 

Sua. Why are you thus beyond expression kind? 
Oh, my l(»tll my raptur'd heart. 
By gratitude and love at once inflam'd. 
With wild emotion flutters in my breast ; 
Oh, teach it then, instru6t it how to thank you I 

Akx. Excellent woman I 
*ris not in nature to support such joy* 

Stat, Go, my best love ; unbend you at the banquet; 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares away $ 
While in the bowers of grett Semiramis 
I dress your bed with all the sweets of nature. 
And crown it as the altar of our loves. 
Where I will lay me down and softly mourn, 
But never close my eyes till you return. lExfunt Sttt 

AUx. U she not more than mortal can desire. 
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As Venus lovelyi and Diana chaste i 

And yet I know not why our parting shocks me j 

A ghastly paleness sat upon her brow. 

Her voice, like dying echoes, fainter grew. 

And as I wrung her by the rosy fingers 

Methought the strings of my great heart were crack'd. 

What could it mean i Forward, Leomadus. 

Enter RoXANA, CASSANDER,a«iPOLYPERCHON. 

Why, madam, gaze you thus ) 

Rox. For a last look, 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
Roxana's wrongs on Alexander's mind* 

Alex. On to the banquet. [£»• Alex« &c» 

Rox, Ha I with such disdain t 
So unconcern'd I Oh, I could tear myselfi 
Him, you, and all the hateful world to atoms. 

Cas. Still keep this spirit up, preserve it still. 
And know us for your friends : we like your rage : 
Here in the sight of Heaven Cassander swears, 
Unaw'd by deatfi, to second your revenge : 
Speak but the word, and swift as thought can fly 
The tyrant falls a vidim to your fury. 

Rox. Shall hp then die } shall I consent to kill hiin? 
I that have lov'd him with that eager fondness. 
Shall 1 consent to have him basely murdered, 
And see him clasp'd in the cold arms of death } 
No, Cassander t 
Worlds should not tempt me to the deed of honrof« 
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Poly. The weak fond scruples of your love migl^ 
pass 
Was not the em^nre of the woiid concern'd ; 
But, madam, think when time sAuil leach his tongue. 
How will the glorious infant which you bear 
Arraign hi« partial mother for refusing 
To fix him on the 4iiKme which here we offer ? 

Cos. If Alexander lives you cannot reign. 
Nor wiri your child : old Sysfgambis plans 
Your sure destru6lion ; boldly then prevent hen 
Give but the word and Alexander dies. 

Poly. Not be alone, the Persian race shall bleed : 
At your command one universal ruin 
Shall like a>deUige whelm the eastern world, 
'Till gloriously we raise you to the throne. 

Rox, But.*tiil tilis mighty ruin be accomplished 
Where can Roxana fly the avenging arms 
Of those who must succeed this godlike man \ 

Cau Would yoft vouchsafe in these expanded arms 
To seek a refuge, what-could hurt you here ? 
There you mi^ht reign with undiminished lustre 
Q^eenoftheeast, and empress -of my souL 

Rox* Disgrac'd Roxana 1 whither art thou falPn^ 
*Tiil this curs'd hour I never was unhappy : 
There 's not one mark of former majesty 
To awe the slav^ Chat offers at my honour. 

Cos, Impute not, madam, my unbounded passioa 
To want of revVence 1 have lovM you long. 

Aox. Peace, villain 1 peace, and let me iiear no more* 
Think'st thou I 'd leave the bosom of a god 
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And stoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth! 

Hence from my sight, and never more presume 

To meet my eyes ; for mark me, if thou dar'st. 

To Alexander 1' 11 unfold thy treason, 

Whose life, in spite of all his wrongs to me. 

Shall still be sacred, and above thy malice. 

t Cos, By your own life, the greatest oath, I swear 

Cassander's passion from this hour is dumbj 

And as the best atonement I can make 

Statira dies, . the viftim of your vengeance. 

Rox. Cassander rise ; 'tis ample expiation. 

Yes^ rival, yes this night shall be thy last ; 

This night I know is destin'd for thy triumph. 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. 
Oh, murderous thought I 

Poly. The bow'rs of great Semiramis are madfc 
The scene of love ; Perdiccas holds the guard. 

Cos* Now is your time, while Alexander revels. 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot. 
To end her, and with her to end your tears. 
Give me but half the Zogdian slaves that wait you 
And deem her dead ; nor shall a soul escape 
That serves your rival to disperse the news. 

Rox» By me they die, Perdiccas and Statira ; 
Hence with thy aid, I neither ask nor want it, 
But will myself conduct the slaves to battle. 
Were she to fall by any arm but mine. 
Well might she murmur and arraign her stars; 
'Tis life well lost to die by my command. 
Fiij 
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Rival, rejokc, and plca^il resign thy breath} 
Roxana's vengeance grants thee noble death. [£x«r« 

Cas. All but herjove thb Semele disdains. 
We must be quick— she may perhaps betray 
The great design, aud frustrate our revenge. 

Pofy. Has Philip got instructions how to a6t i 

Cos* He has, my friend, actd, fiithfal to our cause. 
Resolves to execute the fatal order. 
Bear him this vial<— it contains a poison 
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature, 
Should ^sculaplus drink it, in five hours 
(For then it works) the god himself were mortal : 
I drew it from Nonacris' horrid spring ; 
Mix'd with his wine a single drop gives death. 
And sends him howling to the shades below. 

Pofy. I know its power, for I have seen it try'd; 
Pains of all sorts thra' ev'ry nerve arid art'ry 
At once it scatters^bums at once, and freezes. 
Till by extremity of torture forc'd 
The soul consents to leave her joyless home. 
And seeks for ease in worlds unknown to this. 

Cas, Now let us part : with Thessalus and Philip 

Haste to the banquet At his second call 

Let this be given him, and it crowns our hopes. 
Now, Alexander, now, we '11 soon be quits ; 
Death for a blow is interest indeed. [^Exeunt^ 
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Tke Palace, Alexandbr, Pe&diccas, Cassan* 
DER, PoLYPERCHONi EuMENES, discovered at a 
Banquet i &c, ^AJiourisA ofTrvmpels» 

AUx. To our immortal health and our fair queen's : 
All drink it deep ; and while the bowl goes round 
Mars and Bellena join to make us music; 
A thousand bulls be offer*d to the sun. 
White as his beams ; speak the big voice of wv; 
Beat all our drums^ and sound our silver trump^to^ 
Provoke the gods to follow our example ^"^ 

In bowls of nectar and replying thunder. 

[Flourish qfTrumpetu 

Enter Clytus, Hephestion, and Lysimacuus 



Clyt. Long live the kingl longlive great Alexander! 
And conquest crown his arms with deatliless laurels^ 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. 

u4Ux. Did I not give command you should preserve 
Lysimachus^ 

Heph. Dread sir t you did. 

AUx. What tiien 
Portend these bloody marks i 

Heph. Ere we arriv'd 
Perdiccas had already plac'd the prince 
In a lone court, all but his hands unarm'd* 

Clyt, On them were gauntlets j such was his desir 
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In death to show the difference betwixt 

The blood of Mzax% and common men* 

Forth issuing from his den amaz*d we saw 

The horrid savage, with whose hideous roar 

The palace shook : his angry eye-balls glaring 

With trfple fury menac'd death and ruin. 

■ H^k. With unconcern the gallant prince advanced 

Now, Parisatis, be the glory thine. 

But mine the danger, were his only words ; 

For as he spoke the furjous beast descry'd him. 

And rus'd outrageous to iievour his prey. 

Cfyu Agile and vigorous, he avoids the shock 
With a slight wound, and as the lion turn'd 
Thrust gauntlet, arm and all into his throat. 
And with Herculean strength tears forth the tongue: 
I Foaming and bloody, the disabled savage 
I Sunk to the earth, and plough'd it with his teeth ; 
\ While with an a6Uve bound your conq'ring soldier " 
\ Leap*d on his back, and dash'd his scull in pieces. 
AUx. By all my laurels 't was a godlike a6t I 
And 'tis my glory as it shall be thine. 
That Alexander could not pardon thee. 
Oh, my brave soldier! think not all the prayers 
And tears of the lamenting queens could move me 
Like what thou hast perform*d: grow to my breast. 
Lys, Thus, self-condemn*d, and conscious of my 
guilt. 
How shall I stand such unexampled goodness \ 
Oh, pardon, sir, the transports of despair, 
Tht frantic outrage of ungovern*d love I 
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Ev'n when I show'd the greatest want of revVence 
I could havjB dy'4 with rapture in your service. 

AUx. LysimachuSy we both bave'been transported : 
But from this howr be certain of my heart. 
A lion be the impress of thy shield \ 
And that gold armour we from Poms won 
Thy king presents thee-— ^Bttt thy wounds ask rest. 

Ly$^ I have no wounda» dread sir 1 or if I bad. 
Where they all mortal they ahoijdd stream uo^nunded 
When Alexander was the glorious health* 

AUk» Thy bandy Hephestipn ; clasp him lo thf 
hearty 
And wear hisn ever near tbee* Parisatis 
Shall Aow be his who serves' me ibest in war* 
Neither reply, but mark the charge I give; 
Live, Uveas friends-*you will, you must, you shall s 
•Tis a god gives you life. 

Clyu Oh, monstrous vanity I 

4kx, Hat what says Clytusj who am 1 1 

Cfyt. The son of good King Philip. 

AUx. By my kindred gods 
'Tis false. Great Ammon gav« me birth. 

Cfyt. I've done. 

AUx, Clytus, what means that dress l Give him » 
r^be tjbere. 
Take it and wear it^ 

Clyt, Sir, tiie wine, the weather. 
Has heated me : besides, you know my humour. 

AUx, Oh, 'tis not well 1 I'd rather perish, burn, 
Than be so ^singular aad froward« 

Digitized by GoOQIc 



^t THE ftlYAL (^EBMt. MIF* 

Cfyt, So woold I 

Burn, hangy drown, but in a better cause. 
I 'U drink or fight for sacred majesty 
With any here. Fill me another bowl. 
Will you excuse me I 

Altx. You will be excused : 
But let him have his humour ; he is old* 

ClyU So was your father, sir ; this to his memory: 
Sound all the trumpets there. 
AUx. They shall not sound 
•Till the king drinks. Sure I was bom to wag« 
Eternal war. All are my enemies^ 
Whom I could tame — But let the sports go on. 
Lys. Nay, Clyttis, you that could advise so wdl— 
Alex* Let him persist, be positive, and proud. 
Envious and sullen, *mongst the nobler souls> 
Like an infernal spirit that hath stole 
From hell, and mingled with the mirth of gods. 

Clyu When gods grow hot no diflferehce I know, 
•Twixt them and devils— Fill me Greek wine — yet- 
Yet fuller — I want spirits. 
AUx. Let me have music. 

Gyt. Music for boys — Clytus would hear the groans 
Of dying soldiers and the neigh of steeds; 
Or, if I must be pester'd with shrill sounds. 
Give me the cries of matrons in sackM towns. 
Hepk, Let us, Lysimachus, awake the king $ 
A heavy gloom is gathering on his brow. 
Kneel all, with humblest adoration kneel. 
And let a health to Jove'» great son go rotmd* 
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Alex. Sound) sound^that all the universe may hean 
[dloudfiouTiskofTrumptU* 
Ob, for the vmce of Jove I the world should know 
The kindness of my people— Rise I oh rise I 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours. 

Clyu I did not kiss the earth, nor must your hand-— 
I am unworthy, air. 

AUx* I know thou art: 
Thou enviest the great honour of thy master. 
Sit all my friends. Now let us talk of war. 
The noblest subje^ for a soldier's jnouth. 
And speak, speak freely, else you love me not. 
Who think you was the greatest general 
That ever led an army to the field } 

Heph. A chief so great, so fortunately brave. 
And justly so renow'd, as Alexander 
The radiant sun, since first his beams gave light. 
Never yet saw. 

lyi. Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Alcides, 
Nor great Achilles, whose tempestuous sword 
Laid Troy in ashes, tho* the warring gods 
Oppos'd him. 

Alex. Oh, you flatter me I 

Clyt, They do indeed, and yet you love them for't^ 
But hate old Glytus for his hardy virtue. 
Come, shall I speak a man with equal bravery, 
A better general, and experter soldier \ 

AUx. I should be glad to learn : instruct me, sir. 

Cfyt. Your father Philip— 1 have seen him march. 
And fopght beneath his dreadful banner, where 
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•The b^deif at Ms table vrould have mmldeck 
Na^t fromi ndty alTi yofi cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks jot^'d Greeks then ww dte tug cf warl 
The labowf d battle sweat, and cenqoest bkii. 
Why ^otxki I fear to speaka boklei tnidi 
Than e'ier the Vftng pmtt* of Aanaoto told ytm t 
)j Philip fought men — ^but Alexander WD«eiiv 

j^kx. All envy^ spite and envy, bythegiodst 
Is then lAf glory oenie to this at hat 
To conquet women I l^r he said die stvutest^ 
The stoutese here, weuld tiembleathis dangersw 
In aU the ^ck^iess, aH the wooncfe,. I bore^ 
When from i»y n^s the jav'lift's head was cat,. 
Lysimachus, Hephestibp, speak Perdiceas, 
Did I once tremble ? Oh, the cursed fabehoodi 
Did I once shake or groan, or aft benearfh 
Th^dannrtes^resoimion of a krng? 

Lys. Wine has transported him. 

Alex. No, 't is mere malice. 
I Was ar woman too at Oxydrace, 
When planting on the walls a scaling laidder 
I mounted, spite of showers of stones, bars, ^mrows. 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd ^wn. 
« When you beneath cry'd out, and spread you# armSf 
That I shouM leap kmong you-^did I aof 

Lys. Dread sir I the old man knows not what he say^ 

^lex. Was I woman when, like Mercury, 
I leaped the walls and flew amidst the foc^ 
And like a baited lion dy'd myself 
All over in the blood of those bold hunters; 
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*Tin spent with toil I battled on my knees,. 
Pluck'd forth the darts that made my shield a forest^ 
And hurl'd *em bade wi<b most unconquer'd fury, 
Then sl^nhvg in my arms 1 swii/d the field, 
Mov'dy spoke, and fought, and was myself a war. 

ClyU 'Twas all bravado ;' tor before you leap'd 
You saw that I had burst the gates asunder. 

Akx, Ohy that thou Wert but once more young and 
vigorous I 
That I might strike the« prostrate to the eartb^ 
For this audacious lie, thou feebled dotard t * 

ClyU I know the reason wliy you use me thus : 
I sav'd you from the sword pf bold Rhesaces^ 
Else had your godship sUimber'd in the dust. 
And most ungiateMly you hate me for it* 

Alex. Hence from the banquet : thus far I forgive 
thee. 

ClyU First try (for aone can want forgiveness more) 
To have your own bold blasphemies forg^v'n. 
The shameful riots of a vicious Mfe, 
Philotas* murder—— 

Altx. Hal what said the traitor } 

Heph, ClytuSy withdraw ; Eumenes, force him hence : 
He must not tarry : drag him to the door. 

ClyU No, let him send me if I must be gone. 
To Philip, Atalaus, Calisthenes, 
To great Parmenio, and his slaughter*d sons. . 

Alex. Give me a javelin. 

Btph. Holdy mighty sir 1 
G 
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Alex. Sirrah f off, 
Lett I at once strike thso^ his heart and thine, 

Lys. Ohy sacred sirl liave but a moment's patience. 

AUx. What I hold my arms } I shall be murder'd 
here, 
like poor Dariui by my barbarous subje^* 
Perdiccas, sound our trumpets to the camp ; 
Call all my soldiers to the court : nay, haste. 
For there is treason plotting *gainst my life. 
And I shall perish ere they come to save me. 
Where is the traitor ? 

Cfyt* Sure there is none amongst us. 
But here I stand — honest Clytus, 
Whom the king invited to the banquet* 

Mx, Begone to Philip, Atalaus, Cahstbenes— 

IStalfs km. 
And let bold subjedls learn by thy example 
Not to provoke the patience of their prince. 

Cfyt. The rage of wine is drown'd in gushing blood 
Oh Alexander I I have been to blame : 
Hate me not after death ; for I repent 
That I so far have urgM your noble nature. 

^iex. What 's this I hear 1 say on, my dying soldier* 

Cfyt, I should have kill'd myself had I but liv'd 
To be once sober — Now I fall with honour; 
My own hands would have brought foul death. Oh, 
pardon ! [Dies. 

jiUx. Then I am lost: what has my vengeance donel 
Who is it thou hast slain ? Clytus 1 what was he ? 
The faith fullest subjcdt, worthiest counsellor, 
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The bravest soldier, he who sav'd thy life. 
Fighting bareheaded at the river Granick, 
And now he has a noble recompense ; 
For a rash word, spoke in the heat of wine. 
The poor, the honest Clytus thou hast slain, 
Clytus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy preserver ! 

Heph, Remove the body, it inflames his sorrow. 

AUx, None dare to touch him : we must never part* 
Cruel Hephestion and Lysimachus, 
That had the pow*r, yet would not hold me. Oh I 

Lys, Dear sir, we did. 

AUx, I know ye did ; yet held me 
Like a wild beast, to let me go agsun 
With greater violence.— Oh, ye have undone me I 
Excuse it not ; you that could stop a lion 
Could not turn me I ye should have drawn your swords. 
And barr'd my rage with their advancing points, 
Made reason glitter in my dazzled eyes 
Till I had seen the precipice before me : 
That had been noble, that had shown the friend ; 
Clytus would so have done to save your lives. 

Lys. When men shall hear how highly you were 
urg'd 

AUx, No ; you have let me stain my rising glory. 
Which else had ended brighter than the sun. 
Oh ! I am all a lilot, which seas of tears 
And my heart's blood can never wash away I 
Yet 't is but just I try, and on the point 
Still reeking hurl my black polluted breast. 

Heph. Oh, sacred sir I— it shall not— must not be. 
Gij 
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Lys* Forgive, dread sir I— foi^ve my pious hai\dsp 
That dare ip duty to dtwrm my master. 

Alex, Ves, cruel meu 1 ye n^w can ahow your 
^tonength: 
Here 's not a slave but dares oppose my ju3tice> 
Yet noAe had ^xMurage to pcevei)C th^ xmirder: 
But I will reader all endeavours vain 
T^t tead jto sa^e my liii&— here will I lie^ 

[Falls on Clytus. 
Close to ny mwrdfV'd soldier** bleeding side j 
Thus clasping his cold body in my ^rms 
'Till death like his hss clo&'d W ^yes for ever. 

Enttr Perdiccas. 

Per, Treason 1 foul treason! Hephestion, where 's 
the king \ 

Heph. There,by old Clytus* side, whom he bath slain. 

Per, Rise, sacred sir ! and haste to save the queen* 
Roxana filled with furious jealousy, 
Came with a guard unmark'd ; she gain'd the bow*r. 
And broke upon me with such sudden fury 
That all have perish'd who oppos'd her rage, 

Alex, What says Perdiccas ? is the qiieeji in danger} 

Ptr, Haste, sir, or she dies, 

Alex, Thus from the grave I rise to save my love i 
All draw your swords, on wings of lightnihg move. 
Young Ammon leads you, and the cause is love* 
When I rush oh surejione will dare to stays 
•Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the way. [Exeunt, 
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ACTV. SCENE,!. 

The Bower of Semiramis. — Statira discovered. 

Statira. 
Sless me, ye powVs above, and guard my virtue I 
Where are you fled, dear shades ? where are you fled J 
•Twas but a dream, and yet I saw and heard 
My royal parents, who, while pious care 
Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc*d with tearSf 
Tears such as angels weep, this hour my last. 
But hence with fear — my Alexander comes, 
And fear and danger ever fled from him. 
Wou'd that he were here I 
For oh, I trerablie> and a thousand terrors 
Rush in upon me Wid alarm my heart I 
But hark 1 't is he, and all my fears are fled : , 

My life, my joy, my Alexander, comes I 

Rox, [Within,'] Make fast the gate with all its massy 
bars : 
At length we 'ave conquered this stupendous height, 
And reach'd the grove. 

Stat. Ye guardian gods defend me I 
Roxana's voice I then all the vision '$ true. 
And die I must. 

Evdcr RoxANA. 
Rox. Secure the brazen gate. 
Where is my rival \ 't is Roxana call^ 
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Stat» And what is she who with such tow 'ring pride 
Would awe a princess that is born above her? 

Rox. Behold this dagger I — 't is thy fate Statira I 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. 
Fain would I find thee worthy of my vengeance ; 
Here, take my weapon then, and it thou dar*st — 

Slat. How little know'st thou what Statira dares I 
Yesi, cruel woman 1 yes, I dare meet death 
With a resolve at which thy coward heart 
Would shrink; for terror haunts the guilty mind; 
While conscious innocence, that knows no fear. 
Can smiling pass, and scorn thy idle threats. 

Rox, Return, fair insolent 1 return, I say : 
Dar*st thou, presumptuous, to invade my rights! 
Restore him quickly to my longing arms. 
And with him give me back his broken vows. 
For perjur'd as he is, he still is mine. 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart* 

Stat, Alas, Roxana 1 't is not in my pow*r; 
I cannot if I would — ^and oh, ye gods I 
What were the world to Alexander's loss ! 

Rox, Oh, sorceress ! to thy accursed charms 
I owe the frenzy that distracts my soul ; 
To them I owe my Alexander's loss : 
Too late thou tremblest at my just revenge, 
My wrongs cry out, and vengeance vvill have way. 

Stat. Yet think, Roxana, ere you plunge in murder. 
Think on the horrors that must ever haunt you ; 
Think on the furies, those avenging ministers 
Of Heaven's high wrath, how th^y will tear your soul. 
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All day distra^ you with a thousand fears ; 
And when by night thou vainly seek'st repose 
They '11 ^alher round and intenrupt your slumbers 
With horrid dreams and terrifying visions. 

Rox, Add still,' if possible, superior horrors. 
Rather than leave my great revenge unfinish'd 
I '11 dare *em al]« and triumph in the deed \ 
Therefore \Holdi np the dagger* 

Stat, Hold hold, thy hand advanced in air : 
I read my sentence written in thine eyes ; 
Yet oh Roxana i on thy black revenge 
One kindly ray of female pity beam ; 
And give me death in Alexander's presence. 

Rox, Not for the world's wide empire should'st thou 
see him* 
Fool 1 but for him thou might*st unheeded live ; 
For his sake only art thou doom'd to die. 
The sole remaining joy that gl^ds my soul 
Is to deprive thee of the heart I 'ave lost. 

Enter Slave. 

Slave. Madam, the king and all his guards ^re come. 
With frantick rage they thunder at the gate. 
And must ere this have gain'd admittance. 

Rox. Ha! 
Too long I'ave trifled. Let me then redeem 
The time mispent, and make great vengeance sure. 

Stat. Is Alexander, oh ye gods I so nigh. 
And can he not preserve me from her fury i 
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Rox, Nor he nor heaven shall shield thee from my 
justice. 
Die sorc'ress,' die, and all my wrongs die with thee I 

[Stads heu 
AUx^ [WitkouU^ Away, ye slaves 1 stand off— quick 
let me fly 
With lightning's wings I nor heav'n nor earth shall 
stop me. 

Enter Alexander. 

Ha I oh my soul I my queen, my love, Statira I 
These wounds I are these my promis'd joys ? 

Stat. Alasl 
My only love, my best and dearest blessing 1 
Would I had died before you enter'd here ; 
For thus delighted, while I gaze upon thee 
Death grows more horrid, and I 'm loth to leave thee. 

Alex, Thou shah not leave me — Cruel, cruel, stars I 
Oh, Where's the monster, where 's the horrid fiend. 
That struck at innocence and murder'd thee 1 

Rox. Behold the wretch who, desperate of thy love. 
In jealous madnes gave the fatal blow ; 
A wretch that to possess once more thy love 
Would with the blood of millions stain her soul. 

Alex, To dungeons, tortures, drag her from my sight. 

Stat, My soul is on the wing : oh come my lord. 
Haste to my arms, and take a last farewell. 
Thus let me die. Oh! oh! 

AUx. Look up my love. 
Oh Heaven I and will you, will you, take her from mcl 
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StaU Farewell^ my most lov*d lord : ahmel fare** 
weUI 
Yet ere I die grant this request* 

AUx. Oh speaks 
That I may execute before I follow thee I 

&tM. Leave not the world till Heaven demands 
you — Spare 
Roxana's life — 'Twas love of you that caus'd 
The death she gave me. And oh I sometimes think, 
Amidst your revels, think on your poor queen: 
And ere the cheerfpl bowl salutes your lips 
Enrich it with a tear, and 1 am happy. [i)/«*. 

Altx^ Yet ere thou tak*st thy flight — She 's gone, 
she *s gone ! 
Ally all is hush'd, no music now is heard; 
The roses wither, and the fragrant breath 
That wak'd their sweets shall never wake 'em more I 

Rox» Weep not, my lord! no sorrow can recall her. 
Oh turn your eyes, and in Roxana's arms 
You *ll find fond love and everlasting truth. 

AUx* Hence from my sight, and thank my dear 
Statira 
That yet thou art alive. 

Rox. Oh, take me to your arms : 
In spite of all your cruelty I love you ; 
Yes, thus I '11 fasten on your sacred robe, 
Thus on my knees for evpr cling around thee, 
'Till you forgive me, or 'till death divide us. 

Altx. Hence, fury, hence : there 's not a glance of 
thine 
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But like a basilisk comes wing*!! with death. 

Box. Oh speak not thus to one who kneels for 
mercy I 
Think for whose sake it was I madly plung*d 
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature. 

A/ex, Off, murd'ress, off! for ever shun my sight ; 
My eyes detest thee, for thy soul is ruin. 

Rox. Barbarian 1 yes, I will for ever shun thee. 
Repeated injuries have steel'd my heart. 
And I could curse myself for being kind* 
If there is any majesty above 
That has revenge in store for perjur'd love, 
Send, heaven, the swiftest ruin on his head I 
Strike the destroyer I lay the vi6lor dead 1 

Kill the 

But what are curses } curses will not kill, 
Nor ease the tortures I am doom'd to feel. 

Aiex. Oh my fair star^ I shall be shortly with thee 1 
What means this deadly dew upon my forehead i 
My heart too heaves- 

Cas* The poison works. 

£ff/«r£UMEKES. 

Eum. Pardon, dread sir! a fatal messenger z 
The royal Sysiganibis is no more. 
Struck with the horror of Statira's fate 
She soon expir'd, and with her latest breath 
Left Parisatis to Lysimachus. 
But what I fear most deeply will eflfed you. 
Your lov'd Hephestion 's— — — 
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Alex. Dead 1 then he is blest 1 
But herci here lies my fate* Hej^estion, Clytus I 
My victories all for ever folded up 
In this dear body. Here my banner 's lost. 
My standard's triumphs gone. 
Oh when shall I be mad I Give orders to 
The army that they break their shields, swords, spearSf 

Pound their bright armouf into dust Away, 

Is there not cause to put^ the world in mourning? 
Burn all the spires that seem to meet tbe sky, 
Beat down the battlements of ev'ry city, 
And foi: the monument of this lov*d creature 
Root up these bow'rs, and pave 'era all. with gold ; 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor. 
To deck her tomb j no shrine nor altar spare, 
S'ut sticip th^ pomp from gods to place it there. [Exit* 

Enter Tu ESS ALUS. 

Cas. He 's gone — but whither—follow Thessalus, 
Attend his steps, and let me know what passes. 

[Exit Thessalus* 
Vengeance, lie still, thy craving shall be sated ; 
Death roams at large, the furies are unchain'd. 
And murder plays her mighty master-piece. 

Enter Polyperchon, ThessaluSi a«</ Philip. 
• PhiL Saw you the king? 

Poly. Yes ; with disordered wildncss in his looks 
He rush'd along, 'tiil with a casual ghnce 
He saw ^e where I stood, then stepping short, 

1 
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Drawjiear he cry'd— attd grasp*d my hand fn his, 
Wlicre more than fevers rag'd in every vein. 
Oh, Polyperchon I I have iost my queen* t 
Statira 's dead t--and as he spoke the tears 
Gush'd from his eyes— I niore than felt his pains« 

7^es. Hence, hence, away! 

Cos. Where is he Thessalus ? 

TAes, I left him circled by a crdwd of princes. 
The poison tears him with that height of horror 
Ev'n I could pity him— He calPd his chiefs, 
£mbrac*d 'em round— then starting from amidst *cm 
Cry'd out, I come— 't was Ammon's voice j— I know 

it- 
Father, I come ; but let me ere I go. 
Dispatch the business of a kneeling world! 
' Pdfy» No more ; I hear him— *we must meet anom 

Cos. In Satum*s field — there give a loose to rapturCf 
Enjoy the tempest ^e ourseliTes hasrerais'd. 
And triumph in the wveck which crowns our Ten* 
geance. [ExtuU* 



SCENE JI. 

Tie Palace. Alexander toiik his Hair dishevelled^ 
LYSiMACHtrs, EfTMENESi PE&0ICCA8, and Atun» 
dants discovered* 

Alex. Search there 5 nay, prdye me, search^ my 
wounded reins<— 

Pull, draw it otit. 
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tys» We have search'd, but find no hurt* 

Ale^. Ohy I am shot I a forked burning arrow 
Sticks crcMS my shoulders : the sad venom flies 
Like lightning thro* my fleshy my bloody my marroir. 

Lyti How fierce his fever! 

jikiu Ha I what a change of torments I endura t 
A bolt of ice runs hissing thro* my bowels s 
*Tis sure the arm of death ; give me a chair | 
Cover me, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter 
And my knees knock together* 

£um. Have mercy, Heaven I 

jiUx. I bum, I bum again t 
The war grows wondrous hot: hey for theTigrit I 
JBear me, Bucephalus, amongst the billows. 

IJumps into the ehmr* 
Oh, 't is a noble beast I I would not change him 
For the best horse the sun has in his stable, 
For they are hot, their mangers full of coals. 
Their manes are flakes of lightning, curies of fire^ 
'And their red tales like meteors whisk about. 

Lfs. Help all ; Eumenes, help. 

Alex. Ha, ha, ha 1 I shall die with laughter. 
Farmenio, Clytus, do you see yon* fellow. 
That ragged soldier, that poor tatterM Greek \ 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Persians 
l^ith nothing but a msty helmet on, thro* which 
The grisly bristles of his pushing beard 
Drive ^emlike pikes-^Ha, ha, ha I 

Pit. How wild he talks. 

Lyt^ Yet warring in his wildaess. 
G 
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AUx. Soknd, tound I ktcp your ranks dwe. Ay, 
now ^hcf come} 
Oh, the briwc din, Ac noble cUng, of arms ! 
Chtrge, chtrgc aptcc, and let the phalaax move* 
Darius comes— ay, 't is Darii», 
I »ee, I know him by tlic spaikliag ironies. 
And his gold chariot (town by tscn white horses ; 

But like a tempest thus I pour upon him^ 

He bleeds 1 with that last blow 1 brought him down ; 
He tumbles; take him, snatch th* imperial crown. 
They fly, they fly!— Fallow, follow— Viftoria I 
Viaorial Viaorial— [Lesps into Ue 9oidiers' sna. 

Per. Let *s bear him softly to his bed. 

AUx. Hold, the least motion g^vcs me instant death; 
rty vital spirits arc quite parch'd, burnt up. 
And all my smoky entrails turned to ashes. 

Lyi. When you, the brightest star that ever shoa^ 
Shall set, it must be night with us forever. 

JUx^ Let me embrace yo» all before I die. 

Wef p not, my dear companions I the good gods 

Shall send you in my stead a nobUr prince. 

One that shall kad you forth with matchless condu^. 

Lys: Bieak not our hearts with such unkind ex^ 
pvessions. 

Per. We wift not part with you, nor change fi» 
Mars. 

Aiex, Perdiccas, take this t\ngf 
And see me laid in the temple of Jupiter Ammon* 

Lys. To whom does your dread m^gcsty bequeath 
The empire of the world i 
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AUx. To him that is most worthy. 

Per. When will jrou« sacred sir, that we should give 
To your great memory those divine honours 
Which such exalted virtue does deserve \ 

AUx. Whep you are all most happy and in peace. 
Your hands — Oh, father 1 if I have discharg'd 
The duty of a man to empire bom 5 
If by unweary'd toils I have deserv'd 
The vast renown of thy adopted son. 
Accept this soul which thou did'st first inspire. 
And which this sigh thus gives thee back again! [iMef* 

Lys. There fell the pride and glory of the war. 
If there be treason let us find it out, 
Lysimachus stands forth to lead you oa. 
And swears^ by these most honour'd dear remains^ 
He will not taste those joys which beauty brings 
Until he has reveng'd the best of kings. [Exeunt* 
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EPILOGUE. 



WHATE'ER tiey mmB^yet ought thy to he aarsi 
Who this amsoricms oige did polish Jirst^ 
Who tht best play for one poor error blame^ 
MprieiU Mgauutour ladie^ eaisdecUm^ 
'jkdfor one patch both mU and botfy damn. 
Bntwhat does more prooohe theaSUn^srage^ 
(For we wufst show the grievance of the stage) 
Is that our toomen which adorn eachpU^, 
Bredat our cost^ become at length our prey ^ 
While green and sour lihe trees we bear them ail^ 
But when they 'remellow straight to you they fall; 
'Tbu watch them bare and sfuab, and let them restp 
Butwith the fir St young down you snatch the nest^ 
Fray leave those poaching trichs if you are wise, 
Ere we tahe out our Utters <f reprise ; 
For we have vow'd to find a sort of toys 
Known to blach friars, a tribe qf chopping boys ; 
ff once they come tJufU ^kly spoil your sport \ 
Wur^s not one lady will receive your courts 
But for the youth in petticoats run wild, 
Withf oh / the archest wag^ the sweetest child. 
The panting breast, white hands, and lily feet / 
^0 more shaUyowpMd tJmghU with pleasure meett 
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aassaBsasssss 

Tke woman in bo/s clothes all ho^ shall he. 
And never raise your thoughts above the hme. 
Wellf if our women hneto how false you are, 
Tkey would stay herh, and this new trouble spare: 
Poor souls I they thinh all gospel you relate. 
Charmed with the noise of settling an estate ; 
But when at last your appetites are full. 
And the tir^d Cupid grows with aBion duli^ 
You^lljind some trichs to cut off the entail, 
jind send them bach to us all worn and stale* 
Perhaps they^lljind our stage, while they have ranged 
To some vile canting conventicle, changed; 
Where/or the sparhs who once resorted there. 
With their curPd wigs that scented all the air. 
They II see grave blochheads with short greasy hair^ 
Green aprons, steeple-hats, and coUar^bands, 
Dull sniveling rogues that ring-^not clap their hands^ 
Where for gaypunhs that drew the shining crowd. 
And misses that in vizards laughed aloud, 
The/U hear young sister* s sigh, see matrons old 
To their chopped cheehs their pichled herchers hold. 
Whose zeal too might persuade, in spite to you. 
Our flying angels to augment their crew. 
While Farringdon their hero stmts about *em* 
And n^er a damning critic dares to flout '««. 
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